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INTRODUCTION 

The modem idea seenu to be tit^t poetry bat no 
relation to life. Life in tbe modern lense is ac- 
tion, progress, success. Poetry has been conceded 
special themes: it can deal with passion, — tbe- 
strange and unnatural and unreal [^ysical at- 
traction of tbe sexes — with nature, with the 
symbols of mythology, and with the characteristic 
sentimental heroism of history and events. With 
reality, it must have nothing to do. It is sup- 
poseii^ by the modem worid of Ang^o-Sazon lit- 
eralneas, to create an atmosphere of fllusion, which 
one must avoid to keep one's emotions from going 
astray in a civilization that needs the hardest kind 
of commonsense. It is paradoxical that the Eng- 
lish-speaking peOjde who have given the world the 
greatest poets^ should take this false attitude 
while in possession of the greatest spiritual and 
imaginative legacy of life and experience, be- 
queathed them from me generatitm to another 
during the last four hundred years. 

Escaping the illusion, this modem worid has 
become the prisoner of delusion. For, if poetry 
deals with anything, it deals with reality. No 
matter how remote the setting, how subtle the c<Hn- 
munication, the one hard fact about true poetry, 
is its reality. The poet at the core and centre of 
life, surrounded with his dreams, his clairvoyant 
madness imbibed from the full drau^t of experi- 
ence, his intensity of emotion, his childlike tender- 
ness of sympathy, his quickening ecstasy of un- 
ashamed and unrestrained feding, is considered 
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the almonDAl prodact of modem dvilizstioii ; 
while in truth he is aJone the one ntHmul type of 
modem maoliiid, becuue he alone is in abwdute 
harmony and ondentanding with the real and 
common impolae of hmnan destiny. 

He great secret of life is to discover by a 
process of rdated effects, this common reality of 
experience. Most of mankind grope blindly in ihe 
dark) and miis it, and by a kind of frenzied and 
pitiable ignorance acquire the abnormal character 
of conduct. The poet discovers, or at least pats 
his being wholly at the disposal of, these secrets, 
wins a serene and contem^Uve relationship to 
these effects, and lives a ntnmal sfHritoal life. 
Harmony and riiythm are but two common ternu 
that express and designate infinity, lliere was a 
man who was lo absolutely sane that the scoffers 
of his day called him mad — this man was Wil- 
liam Jfflake. Christ was a madman to the com- 
munity of his day, even his closest friends and £s* 
aplcB were not without doubt at times as to his 
sanity. But these two men were never a hair's 
breadth from the commonest reality of existence. 
They realized imaginative facts, and kept in abso- 
lute tune with the harmony and rhythm of life, not 
merely with what they saw with the actual ey^ 
but with that more penetrative, more limitless 
sense, the seeing soul. They were poets, and the 
one insistent quality of their message, was the 
reality of mortal and immortal life. 

It is hard to make a certain type of mind un- 
derstand that all which is seen with the physical 
eye, and touched with the 0eshly hand, is iUusion. 
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"niat kind of m mind does not nndarstand symbolB. 
It bdongs to the so-called practical people of the 
world, who obej, bat do not comprehend, laws; 
whose laws, indeed, are the conventions of minds 
similar to their own. They organize, bnt do not 
construct; they interpret, hut do not create. 
Tbej are the wheels, and not the motor-power, of 
the engine of cirilization and humanity, lliese 
are the people who make up nine-teniiis of the 
world's population ; without the oihet tenth, they 
would perish. Their reality in life is mathemat- 
ical immediacy, the cloak of visibility in which 
they are wrapped to go about their daUy tasks 
in the world. Now poetry sees in these people 
and their affairs only the symbols of what is real, 
looks upm their wluJe fantastic display of living 
as the illusion beneath which thdr real living is 
concealed; the crises of their joys and sorrows, 
their asfnrations and passions, hidden in the real- 
ity of their consciousness where exists an infinite 
universe of being, and where every event of their 
lives is enacted before their shadow is thrown uptm 
the stage of the world. The fact of life is there^ 
hidden away in the solitary soul, determining the 
fllusions of conductual existeoM. It is crowded 
with moods, emotions and feelings, experienced 
with such intensity that what breaks forth in ac- 
tual deed and event is but a faint reflection of the 
real experimce the soul has gone through. Tie 
ideal is the real, because it is what tme has lived 
bat cannot express in the related experience of hu- 
man intercourse. 

Poetry comes nearer finality in embodying the 
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^act meaning and intensitj of human feeling ilian 
any other art. Human feding, being the root of 
all individual intelligence, it the moit inexplicable 
quantity in life. Intuition is the primary signifi* 
cance of our existence. And it is the quality 
which gives to poetry its visionary and spiritual 
substance. In a nation it is the re^ster of a peo- 
ple's culture. 

The study of poetry in the magazines which I 
b^an ten years ago, has grown into the convinc- 
ing evidence of the following pages of this book. 
During this time we have passed throujj^ a num- 
ber of phases in our national life; but throuj^ 
these changing aspects of national aspirations, 
there has run, like a widening and brightening 
strand of culture, the development of a new period 
of poetry, both in its productive and appreciative 
aspects. Fnxa 1900 to 190S, poetry had de- 
clined; and I think there h»» never been another 
period in our history when ao unintelligent and in- 
different an attitude existed toward the art. The 
scale since 1906, has beoi ascending, and the hi^ 
pitch of achievement has not yet heen reached. 
Whether fine poetry creates a general and popular 
recognition of the art, or the sympathetic api»e- 
ciation of poetry for itself encourages excdlent 
production, I cannot say. But this is apparait: 
that a period or epoch of the highest achievement 
has always been me of popular appreciation. 

A factor that should be taken into considera- 
tion, and which affects poetry and its audience, 
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is the attitude of the book revien in our moBt in- 
ftiential llteraTj journals. A diaractmitic ^- 
ample is the New York Nation, which has been in 
the habit of grouping in a few articles during the 
7ear with indiscriminate selection, the volumes of 
poetry which it receives. In these reviews there is 
a supercilious and acadonic attitude which dis- 
misses really important work with opinions which 
have every suggestion of preconceived judgmesL 
One has only to turn back his files to the review 
of Mas^eld's " Everlasting Mercy ** and ** The 
Widow in the Bye Street," to see the type of po- 
etry reviewing that is more common than uncoot- 
mon in American periodicals and newspapers. I 
do not mean to make The Nation an exception* 
but an illustration of the kind of stewardship with 
which reviewers in some of our most authoritative 
publicaticms perform the duties of a serious and 
distingnished branch of American authorship. 

To show that there is a quality of poetry in our 
national production worthy of pride and support* 
it has been my privilege for a number of years to 
emphasize in an annual review the distinction of 
the verse in the magazines. Out of these reviews 
has grown a donand for a more pennanent preser- 
vation of the best work, resulting in this annual 
**Anthcdogy of Magazine Verse," to which ar« 
added reoorda, references, and criticisms, which 
ccwu titu te a **Year-Bo(A of American Poetry.** 
While atl the other arts have had this service per- 
formed in tfaor interests, poetry, the one art that 
most needed such a special rdnforcement of its 
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adueraneiit, has been permitted to drift along 
throu^Lout our entire critical history without this 
■ort of attention. 

31ie poetiy in the magazines this year has been 
of an ^cetlence in the longer pieces beyond the . 
standard of any year in irhich I have made these 
estimates. The selections in this volume give evi- 
dence of s serious, even anxious, probing of hu- 
man life. The lyric, represented by some lovely 
work, has not been practiced with the same irre- 
sponsible emotional ddight as in past years. 
Perhaps, there has never been a year whoi the 
American poets have shown the independence of 
their own efforts, Irhen comparatively new work 
has beoi so free from En^ish influences. What 
influences there are, seem to come fitHu French 
sources. Vert Ubre has been taken out of the 
hands of weak and pompous innovators, and made 
a distinctive medium by a few earnest and power- 
ful singm. He most notable distinction in this 
respect is to be found in the work of James Op- 
penheim, whose hook, ** Songs for the New Age," 
is a milestone in our poetic progress. So is Va- 
chel Lindsay's new work. He has mastered a new 
form of poetic expression in his volume " The 
Ctmgo and Other Poans." Miss Amy Lowdl, in 
the better parts of *' Sword Blades and Poppy 
Seed," is wcvking toward a new dasticity in 
rhythnit which is beginning to produce effective - 
and bMutifol results. On the other hand Mr. 
Arthur Stringer in ** Open Water " utterly fails to 
embody in actual performance the princii^es ex- 
pounded in the introduction to that vcjum^ 
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tiiou^ this introduction is as important a piece 
of critical writing in En^iflh upon the subject ms 
I blow. No matter how rertdutioDary they at- 
tempt to be in expressim* there is still in these 
writers a traditional note imbuing the substance 
which makes up the significant part of their crea- 
tirenesa. 

The sdectiona in this volume are chosen from 
all kinds and methods of poetic expression, and 
the reader's attention is invited to their differences 
in many aspects — though the aspect of quality 
is, I think, of equal attainment io all — of s)i^ 
poems as Bliss Carman's Phi Beta Eappa Poem, 
Percy MacEaye'A "Fi^t," Tachel Lindsay's 
" The Firemen's BaU," Eloise Briton's " The Two 
Flames," Conrad Aiken's " Romance," Olive Tfl- 
ford Dargan's ** Old Fairingdown " and " Path- 
Flower," Joyce Kilmer's " Twdve-Forty-FiTe," 
and Don Marquis's " The God-Maker, Man.** 
Of the diorter pieces, I think the standard is de- 
cidedly above last year's quality. Mahltm Leon- 
ard fisher has again followed the success of pre- 
vious years with his sonnet " Afterwards," niiich 
sustains his position as one of the foremost son- 
net-writers this country has yet produced. This 
poet has the unusual distinction of a fine reputa- 
tion without having published a book, but his defi- 
nite' contribution to American poetry will B0<m 
take {dace with the publication of his first volume, 
" An Old Mercer, and Other Poems." A poem 
likely to create a profound impression ii Don 
Marquis's "The God-Maker, Man," — a fine 
achievement, not only for its flashing images, but 
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for spiritual nibstonce shaped with compelling 
conriction. 

Tile sdections in this volume reflect tbe extraor- 
dinarj ricbneu of the published Tolumes this jear. 
I do not recall any jear of the past decade when 
the quantity and quality alike have been so nota- 
Ue. The autumn season's publication of verse 
OBOally shows a preponderance in quality of books 
by English poets, who seem to meet with more 
favorable consideration from tbe best established 
publishers. Then have been this year a number 
of notable volumes by English poets brouf^t out 
in this country, but the balance of distinction, 
both in standard and number* of books, bdi<Higs 
this year most emphatically to the American 
poets. Tliirty-five volumes of distinguished po- 
etry stand to our credit, and these are only a se- 
lectioQ from a larger number of books whicb merit 
appreciation. Books by Louis V. Ledoux, George 
Edward Woodberry, Louis Untermeyer, Walter 
Conrad Arensbog, William Rose Ben^t, Vachd 
Lindsay, George Sterling, Olive Tilford Dargan, 
Corinne Roosevelt Robinson, Conrad Aiken, James 
Oppenheim, Harry Kemp, Amelia Josephine Burr, 
Joyce Kilmer, Amy Lowell, Percy MacKaye, Ar- 
thur Davison Ficke, Edwin Markham, Agnes Lee, 
and Bliss Carman, are among those which have 
advanced tbe significance of the year's output. 

Ilie European war has had a more immediate 
effect upon literature than almost anything else. 
AH books of a non-military character published 
just before the war, with the exception of poetry, 
haira Kun throwu iuto rdatively ineffective sig- 
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nificsnce. Poetry endures because it is integraDy 
woven with the warp of man's real existence, and 
not of that illusory substance, of which other 
kinds of imaginative literature are fashioned, and 
which has been so easily wiped away by this war's 
primal brutality. And poetry has aspired to sus- 
tain the nobler part of man's nature during the 
confusion into which civilization has been plunged 
since the war began. The English people, who 
have been in the woiid's vanguard practising 
democratic ideak, have, in their poets to-day, 
shattered the idol of war and are j^orifying the 
ideals of peace. 

The best poems in English directly inspired by ^ 
the war have been ]»«luced by American poeta. 
Of these I have gathered a representative group in 
this volume. The work achieved by Percy Mac- 
Kaye on different phases of the European war has 
made more secure than ever his position as a poet. 
It is no exaggeration to say that the two groups 
of sonnets which ori^nally appeared in the Bottott 
Ttmucript in August and September, and which 
are now included in his volume, " The Present 
Hour," are comparable as a whole to William 
Watson's " The Purple East," and in such indi- 
vidual pieces as " Kruppism," and " The Real 
Germany," he has done work finer and more im- 
pressive than is to be found in any of the older 
writer's sonnets. Moreover, such pieces as ** If ! " 
and " Hie Other Army," by Bartholomew F. Grif- 
fin ; " Prelude," by Edmond McKenna ; " He Sent 
for a Soldier," by Ruth Comfort Mitchell, and 
" To a Necrophile," by Walter Conrad Arensberg, 
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are atriking and spontaDeous poetry of s hif^ 
order. In E. Sutton, a poet is presented, who 
has produced martial poetry in "The Bugle," 
" The Drum," and the stirring " Pipes of the 
North*** which, fqr swinging riiythm and profound 
reflection upon the pomp and futility of military 
glory, has not been equalled by any contemporary 
poet. 

A notable feature of the poetry year is the 
Kennerley edition of Walt Whitman's " Leaves of 
Oraas." He works of Whitman have been trans- 
ferred from publisher to publisher so often, that 
there has been little opportunity for their circula- 
tion among the people for whom he wrote. This 
edition contains the text and arrangement pre- 
ferred by the poet himself, and is the only perfect 
and comjdete issue, comprising one hundred and 
six additional poems not included in any other 
edition. There are suitable editions to meet the 
demand of all classes of Whitman enthusiasts and 
students : an India paper edition bound in leather, 
a library edition bound in cloth, and two issues of 
a Popular edition, bound in cloth and in paper 
respectiTely. To these are added the " Cwnplete 
Prose " in a Library and Popular edition in cloth. 
None of the leading American poets of the post 
generation have been so unfortunate in puUica- 
tion ; and many who beheve Whitman to be Amer- 
ica's greatest poet pill be glad to know, that now, 
by the authorizatitm of his executors, all his works 
are gathered in uniform editions under one im- 
print^ 

Other important new editions of poetry are the 

zriil 
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cheap mwue by the Oxford UniverBity Presa of 
John Sampson's final and aathoritative text of 
William Blake's complete poems, and the new re- 
print in Bolm's Popular Library issued by Tie 
Macmillan Company of Henry Vaujj^an's Com- 
plete Poems. 

Aa in former years in my annual summary in 
the Bo$ton Tnmtcr^t, I have examined the conr 
tents of the leading American magazines. To the 
serai magazines which I examiaed last year, — 
namely, Harper'i, Scribner't, The Century, The 
Forum, LippincoWt, The Smart Set, and TIu 
BoOmon, — I have added this year three monthlies, 
The Trend, The International, and The Matte*; 
and one quarterly, T&f Yale Review. The Bell- 
man still maintains its high poetic distinction, by 
virtue of which it prints more good poetry than 
any other American weekly, and most American 
monthlies. Aa last year, I have winnowed from 
other magazines distinctive po«ns for classification 
and notice: — one each from The Metropolitan, 
The Crafttman, The Poetry Journai, the South- 
em Woman'i Magazine, Puck, and The Infantry 
Jownal; and two each from Poetry: A Maga- 
one of Verte, The Notion, The Atlantic Monthly, 
and the Outlook; while fr<nn three newspapers I 
have selected fourteen poems: — eleven from the 
Botton Evemng Trantcript, two from the Boiton 
News Buremt, and one from the New York Etiening 
Sun. In quoting from the Boiton Transcript, I 
wish to testify to the ready recognition and en- 
coun^tonent this daily paper has offered to poets 

xix 
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and poetry. It is one of the paper's finest tradi- 
tions. 

The poenu published during the year in the 
eleven representatiTe magazines I have submitted 
to an impartial critical test, choosing from the 
total number what I ctmsider the '* distinctive " 
poems of the jear. From the distinctive pieces 
are sdected fifty-two poems, to which are added 
thirty from other magazines and from newspapers 
not represented in the list of eleven, making a 
total of eighty-two, which are intended to repre- 
sent what I c^ an " Anthology of Magazine Verse 
for 1914." 

Quoting from what I have written in previous 
years, to en^hasize the methods which guided my 
selections, the reader wiU see how impartial are 
the testa by which the distinctive and best poems 
are chosen : ** I have not allowed any special sym- 
pathy with the subject to influence my choice. I 
have taken the poefs point of view, and accepted 
his value of the theme he dealt with. The ques- 
tion was : How vital and ctxnpelling did he make 
it? He first test was the sense of pleasure the 
poem communicated; then to discover the secret 
or the meaning of the pleasure felt ; and in doing 
so to realize how much richer one became in a 
knowledge of the purpose of life by reason of the 
poem's message." 

In one hundred and forty-seven numbers of these 
eleven magazines I find there were published during 
1914 a total of 647 poems, of which 1S7 were poems 
of distinction. The total number of poons printed 
in each magszine, and the number of the distinctive 
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poems are: Century, total 71* 19 of distinctioii ; 
Harper'i, total 89, 10 of distinction; ScrHmer't, 
total 49, 18 of distinction; Fomm, total SS, IS of 
distinction; Lippmeott'i, total 56i 8 of distinc- 
tion; The Smart Set (excluding November and 
December), total 118, 18 of distinction; The Bell- 
man (ontil November 7th), total 42, SS of distinc- 
tion ; The Yale Review, total 19, 10 of distinction ; 
The Trend (April, and Jnne to November), total 
61f 16 of distinctim ; The Maetei (excluding De- 
cember), total 0S, IS of distinction ; The Inter- 
mationdl (excluding November and December), to- 
tal 86, 9 of distinction. 

Following the text of the poems making the an- 
thology in this volume, I have given the tiUes and 
authors of all the poems classified as distinctive, 
iniblished in the magazines of tiie year ; in adcKtion 
I give a list of all the poons and their authors in 
the one hundred and forty-seven numbers of the 
magasines examined, as a record which readers and 
students of poetry will find useful. 

I wish to acknowledge my indebtedness and 
thanks to the editors of Scribner'e Sfagaxine, Har- 
per't Magaxine, The Forum, The Century Maga- 
xfM. Ths Outlook, lAppincott't Magaxine, The 
Bdhmm, The Smart Set, Tlte Tale Reviev, Po- 
etry: A MagoMme of 7ene, The Poetry Journal, 
The International, The Mattel, The MetropoU- 
tau, Harper't Weeldy, The Crafttman, The 
Nation, TTte Southern Woman't Magatme, Puck, 
The Infantry Journal, The Botton Newt Bureau, 
The New York Evening Sun, and the Bo$ton 
Evening Trantcripi, and to the publishers of these 
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magazmes, for permiBBion kuuSy given to reprint 
in thiB volume the text of the poems making up the 
** Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1914." To 
the authors of these poems I am equally indebted 
and grateful for their willingneas to have me re- 
print their work in this form. ' Since their ap- 
pearance in the magazines and before the dose of 
the year when the contents of this volume was 
made up, twenty-d^t poems herein included have 
appeared in volumes of original poetry by their 
authors. For the use of " Yankee Doodle " and 
"Tlie Firemen** Ball" by Vachd Lindsay, in- 
cluded in his volume ** ^e Congo, and Other 

■ Poons " ; of " Fi(^t," " France," and " Six Son- 
nets (Angust, 1914)" by Percy MacKaye, in- 
cluded in his volume " Hie Present Hour " ; and 
for " Romance " by Conrad Aiken, inchided in his 
volume " Earth Triumphant," I have also to thank 
The Macmillan Company, under whose imprint 
these volumes appear. SimSar acknowledgment is 
due to the George H. Doran Company for per- 
mission to reprint " TTie Twelve-Forty-Five " by 
Joyce Kilmer, included in his volume, " Trees and 
Other Foana " ; and to print " hi the Roman 
Forum " and " A Lynmouth Widow" by Amelia 
Josephine Burr, included in her volume " In Deep 
Places." I am grateful to Charles Scribner*8 
Sons for two poems by Olive Tilford Dargan, 
" Old Fairingdown " and " Path-Flower," included 
in her volume " The Path-Flower " ; and for two 
poems by Corinne Roosevelt Robinson, " From a 

, Motor in May," and " If You Should Cease to 
Love Me," included in her volume " One Woman 
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to Another." I am indebted to Mr. Mitchell Em- 
Berley for kind perauBsion to reprint Sonnets 
XXIX, XX£, and XXXVII tram " Sonnets of 
a Portrait-Fainter " ; and to Mr. A. M. Robertson 
for two poems by George Sterling, " Ballad of 
Two Seas " and " The Hunting of Dian," included 
in his Tolume '* B^ond the Breakers, and Other 
Poems." Finally, The Century Company have 
been kind cnbu^ to permit me to republish 
" Landscapes " and " Summons " by Louis Unter- 
meyer, from his volume entitled " Challenge " ; and 
"Patterns," «A Handful of Dust," and " We 
Dead " by James Oppenheim, from his volume en- 
titled " Songs for a New Age." If I have mnitted 
any acknowledgments, it is quite unintentional, 
and I trust that any such omission will be re- 
garded leniently. I wish it to be understood that 
the privOege extended to me so courteously, by the 
authors, magasine editors and publishers, and 
hook publishers, to print the poems in this vtdumev 
does not in any sense restrict the authors in tbar 
right* to print the poems in volumes of their own 
or in any other place. I wish to thank the Borton 
Tranteript for the privilege of reprinting material 
in this book which originally appeared in the col- 
umns of that paper. 

A new feature this year is ihe series of critical 
summaries of new volumes of verse, which are sig- 
nificant, and which have been appraised in accord- 
ance with the same prihcijdes as the poems in the 
** Anthology of Magazine Verse." It is believed 
that by adding this feature, the book will more 
neariy approximate to being an actual Year-Book 

xxiii 
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of American Poetrj, and it ib in this bdief that a 
subtitle hag been added to this volume. We be- 
lieve that not only librariea, but private individ- 
uals will welcome the selected lists of the best 
vcdumea for lil^ary purchase, graded according 
to the requirements of a large or a small purse. 
A list is also subjoined of the best books about 
poetry, and if there seems to be a demand for this 
innovation, it is planned next year to include in 
the vdume critical summaries of these volumes, as 
veU as of the volumes of original verse. 

I shall be grateful for suggestions aa to im- 
provements of this anthology in future years, and 
as to valuable extensions of its scope. To aH 
friends who have assisted this volume by their per- 
sonal efforts, and to the readers of past years who 
have made this annual publication possible by 
promoting it throu^ their interest in poetry, I 
tender my grateful thanks. They are too many 
to name here, but my gratitude for their efforts is 
none the less sincere. 

W. S. B. 

Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
November, 1914. 
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tAJTpSCAPES 

(Foe CL«rti»1c.R»"'WooD) 

The rain vu over, and tlie briUluiVA>e. . 

Made every little blade of grass appear ,* 

Virid and startling — everything was there/ 

With sharpened ootlines, eloquently clear, ''• ,-',*l,,* .. 

As thoo^ one saw it in a crystal sphere. ' .• ; ' 

The nuty gomac with ita atrngB^g spirea; 

The golden-rod with all its million £rea; 

(A n^llion torches nringing in the wind) 

A single poplar, marvellonaly thinned. 

Half like a naked boy, half like a sword; 

Clonda, like the haughty banners of the Lord; 

A groop of panaies with their shrewish faces 

little ^d ladies cJti^kling over laces; 

The qnaint, nnhorried road that carved so well; 

The prim petunias with their rich, rank smell; 

The lettuce-birds, the creepers in the field — 

How bountifully were tbey all revealed I 

How arrogantly each one seemed to thrive — 

So frank and strong, so radiantly alive! 

And ove^ all the morning-minded earth 
' There seemed to spread a sharp and kindling mlrtb. 
Piercing the stnbbom stones until I saw 
The toad face heaven without shame or awe. 
The ant confront the stars, and every weed 
Grow proud as though it bore a royal seed; 
While all the things that die and decompose 
Sent forth their bloom as richly as the rose . . . 
Oh, what a liberal power that made them thrive 
And keep the very dirt that died, alive. 

And now I saw the slender willow-tree 
No longer calm and drooping listlessly, 
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Letting ita luigoid bruteheCwray and fall 
Am though it duced in fcHdc'«<uI rittul; 
But rather like « yocB^^sthletic girl, 
FearlcM and ^j^' 1ieT*4iur all out of corlj 
And flTing iq 'ilw'-wiiid — her head thromi badi. 
Her arvu flyojf np, her garments floving alack, 
And-^'^er mahing ipirita running orer . . . 
.^yhat'viftde a aober tree aeem inch a rorer — 
'Ot made the staid and stalwart apple-treea, 
■''fhat stood for years knee-deep in Tclvet peace. 
Turn all their fruit to little worlds of flame, 
And hum the trembling orchard there below. 
What lit the heart of erery golden-glow — 
Oh, why was nothing weary, dull or tame? . . 
Beauty it was, and keen, compassionate mirth 
That drivea the vast and energetic earth. 

And, with abmpt and viaionary eyes, 
I saw the huddled tenements arise. 
Here where the merry clover danced and shone 
Sprang agonies of iron and of atone; 
litere, where the green Silence laughed or stood en- 
thralled. 
Cheap music blared and evO alleys sprawled. 
The roaring aTcnues, the sbriddng mills; 
Brothels and prisons on those kindly hills — 
The menace of these things swept orer me; 
A threatening, unconquerable sea. . . 

A stirring landscape and a generous earth t 
Freshening courage and benevolent mirth — 
And thai the city, like a hideons sore. . . 
Oood God, and what ii all thtr beamtg forf 

Century. Louit Untenui/er. 
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PHI BETA KAPPA POEM 

Harvard. 19U 

Sir, iiienda, and scholars, ve are here to stxvt 

A high occaBion. Oar Nev England wears 

All her nnriYolIed hcBiitjr as of old; 

And JvJtt, with scent of baybeny and rose 

And song of orioles ~— as she only comes 

Bj MaasodiDSetts Bay — is here once more, 

Compan«ming onr fSte of fellovsfaip. 

The open trails, $onth. West, and North, Jeod b«ek 
. From populous cities or from lonely ploiaSj 
Ranch, pulpit, office, factory, desk, ox mill. 
To this fair tribnnal of ambitious youth, 
The shadowy town beside the placid Charles, 
Where Harvard waits us thiouj^ the passing years, 
Conserving and administering still 
Her savor for the |^addening of the race. 

Yearly, of all tlie sons she has sent forth. 

And men her admiration would adopt, 

She summons whom she will back to her aide 

As if to ask, " How fares my cause of truth 

In' the great world bc;<md these studious walls?" 

Here, from their store of life eiperience,- 

They must make answer as grace is given them. 

And their plain creed, in verity, declare. 

Among the many, there is sometimes called 

One who, like Arnold's scholar gipsy poor, 

Is but a seeker on t^e dusky way, 

" Still ifaiting for the spark fnnn heaven to fall." 

He must bethink him first of other days. 
And that old scholar of the seraphic smile, 
As we recall him in this very place 
With all the sweetest culture of hia age> 
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Hii gentle conrteay and frietidline», 
A cluTtdrfr of Banl now strangel; rare. 
And that ironic wit which made him, too. 
The nnfl inching critic and most dreaded foe 
Of all things mean, nnlorely, and mitnie. 
What Mr. Norton said, with that slow smile, 
Mas put the fear of God in many a heart. 
Even while bis hand encouraged eager youth. 
From such enheartening wbo would not dare to 

speak — 
Seeing .no troth can he too small to serre, 
And no word w<»tiilesi that ia bom of love? 
Within the noisy worksht^ of the world. 
Where still the strife is upward out of gloom. 
Men doubt the value of high teaching — cry, 
" what use is learning? Man must fasTe his Willi 
The £lan of life alone is paramount! 
Away with old traditions ! We are free ! " 
So Folly mocks at truth in Freedom's name. 
Pole Anarchy leads on, with furions shriek, 
Her envious horde of reckless malcontents 
And mad destroyers of the Commonwealth, 
While Privilege with indifference grows corrupt, 
Till the Hepnblic stands in jeopardy 
From following false idols and ideals. 
Though sane men cry for honesty once more. 
Order and duty and self-sacrifice. 

Oar world and all it holds of good for us 
Oar fathers and unselfish oKithers made. 
With noble passion and endnriog toil, 
Strenoons, frugal, reverent, and elate. 
Caring above all else to gnud and save 
The ampler life of the intelligence 
And the fine honor of a scrupuloas code — 
Ideals of manhood touched with the divine. 
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F<w thia they founded these great achoola we serre. 
Harvard, ColumlHa, Princeton, Dartmonth, Yale, 
Amherst and Williams, tmsting to oar hands 
The heritage of all they held moat high, 
Poaaessiona of the spirit and the mind, 
laveatments in the prorinces of joy. 

Vast prorinces are these! And fortunate they 
Who at their will may go adventoring there. 
Exploring all the bomidaries of Tmth, 
Learning ihe roada that mn through Beauty's realm. 
Sitting the pinnacles where good meets God, 
Encompassed by the eternal miknown sea! 

Even for a little to o'erlo<^ those lands. 

The Icingdonu of Religion, Sd«iice, Art, 

Is to be made forever happier 

With blameless memories that shall bring cmitent 

And inspiratitm for all after days. 

And fortonate they whom destiny allows 

To rest within those provinces and serve 

The dominion of ideals all their Uvea. 

For whoao will, putting dull greed aside, 

And holding fond allegiance to the best, 

May dwell there and find fortitude and joy. 

In the free fellowahip of kindred minda, 

One band of acholar gypsies I have known, 

Whose purpoae all unworldly was to find 

An answer to the riddle of the Earth — 

A key that shonid unlock the book of life 

And secrets of its sorceries reveal. 

This, they discovered, bad long since been foand 

And laid aside forgotten and onnsed. 

Onr dark young poet who from Dartmouth came 

Was told the secret by his gypsy bride. 

Who had it from a master over seas, 
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And he it was first hinted to the band 
The magic of that nnirerial lore, 
Before the great Mysteriarch snmmoned him. 
It vas &e doctrine of the threefold life. 
The beginning of the end of all their doabt. 

In that Victorian age it hu became 

So mnch the fashion now to half despise, 

Within the shadow of Cathedral walls 

Tbcj bad been schooled and heard the mellow chimes 

For Lenten litanies and duly prayers. 

With a mild, eloquent, beloved voice 

ExhortiDg to all virtae and that peace 

Surpassing understanding — casting there 

That " last eBcbantment of the Middle Age," 

The spell of Oxford and her ritual. 

So duteous youth was trained, until there grew 
fiestJve outreaching in men's thou^t to find . 
Some certitude beyond the dusk of faith. 
Tbcy cried on mystidsm to be gone, 
Mased in the shadowy princedom of the sobI. 

Then as old creeds fell round them into dust, 
They reached through science to belief in law. 
Made reason paramount in man, and guessed 
At reigning mind within the universe. 
Piecing the fragments of a fair design 
With reverent patience and courageous skill. 
They saw the world from chaos step by itc^, 
Under far-seeing guidance and restraint. 
Emerge to order and to symmetry. 
As logical and sure as music's own. 

With Spencer, Darwin, Tyndall, and tlie rest, 
Our band saw roads of knowledge open wide 
Through the uncharted province of the trnth. 
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As on ibtj fared through that imfolding world. 

Yet there they fonnd no rest-honse for the heart, 

No wells sufficient for the spirit's thirst. 

No shade nor glory for the senses starred. . . . 

Turning — they fled by moonlit trails to seek 

The mafpc principality of Art, 

Where loretiness, not learning, rules supreme. 

They stood intoxicated with delist before 

The poised unanzions splendor of the Greek; 

They mused upon the Gothic minsters gray, 

\niere mystic spirit took on mighty form. 

Until their prayers to lovely churches tiuned — 

(Like a remembrance of the Middle Age 

They rose where Ralph or Bertram dreamed in 

stone); 
Entranced they trod a painters' paradise. 
Where color wasted by the Scitnate shore 
Between the changing marshes and the sea: 
They heard the golden voice of poesie 
Lulling the senses with its last caress 
In Tennysonian accents pure and fine; 
And all their laorels were for Beauty's brow, 
. ThoQ^ toiling Reason went ungarlanded. 

Then poisonous weeds of artifice sprang np. 

Defiling Natnre at her sacred sonrce; 

And there the questing World-soul could not stay, 

Onward must journey with the changing time, 

To come to this uncouth rebellioiis age. 

Where not an ancient creed nor coortesy 

Is nnderided, and each demagogue 

Cries some new nostrum for the cure of ills. 

To-day the unreasoning iconoclast 

Wonld scoff at science and abolish art, 

To let untntored impolse rule the world. 

Let learning perish, and the race return 
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To tbat first aiurchy trotn irhicb we came. 
When apirit movtd npon the deep and laid 
The primal cboot uider comic taw. 

And eren now, in all oar wilful might. 
The satiated being cannot bide, 
Bnt to that austere conntry tarns again, 
l%e little province of the saints of God, 
Wbere lofty peaks rise npward to the stars 
Frotn the gray twilight of Gethsemane, 
And spirit dares to climb with wounded feet 
Where jostle^ peace, and loving-kindness are. 

What says the lore of human power we hold 
Tbroogfa all these striving and tomnltnons days? 
" Why not accept each several bloom of good. 
Without discarding good already gained. 
As one might weed a garden overgrown — 
Save the new shoots, yet not destroy the old? 
Only the fool would root up his whole patch 
Of fragrant flowers, to plant the newer seed." 

Ab, softly, brothers! Have we not the key. 

Whose first fine Inminons use Plotinns gave. 

Teaching that ecstasy must lead the man? 

l^iree things, we see, men In this life require, 

(As they are needed in the universe:) 

First of all spirit, energy, or love, 

The soul and mainspring of created things; 

Next wisdom, knowledge, culture, discipline. 

To guide impetuous spirit to its goal; 

And lastly strength, the sound apt instrument, 

Adjusted and controlled to lawful needs. 

The next world-teacher must be ewe whose word 
Shall reaffirm the primacy of soul, 
HM scholarship in her high guiding place. 
And recognise the body's equal right 
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To coltore nich u it hu never known, 
In power and beau^ aerring lool and mind. 

Inheritors of this dirine ideal. 
With coniage to be fine aa well aa atrong, 
Shall know what conunon manhood may become, 
Kegaln the glsdneaa of hia aona of mom. 
The radiance of immortality. 
Out of heroic wanderinga of the past. 
And all the wayward gropinga of onr time, 
Uniwerred by doubt, anconqnered by despair. 
The mesaengera of such a hope moat go; 
Ai one who hears far off before the dawn, 
On SMDC lone trail among the darkling hills. 
The hermit thmahes in the paling dosk. 
And at the omen lifts his eyes to see 
Above him, with its silent shafts of light. 
The simrlae kindling all the peaks with fire. 
The Forum Blut Carman 



THE DESERTED PASTUKE 

I lore the stony pasture 

That no one else will have. 

The old gray rocks ao friendly seem. 

So dorable and brave. 

In tranquil contemplation 

It watches through the year. 
Seeing the frosty stars arise. 
The slender moons appear. 

Its mnsic is the rain-wind. 

Its choristers the birds. 

And there are secrets in its heart 

Too wonderful for words. 
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It keeps the bright-eyed creatores 
That t>U7 abant its vails, 
ThoDgh long ago its milking faerda 
Were banished from their stalls. 

Only the children come there. 
For bnttercnps in May, 
Or nuts in autumn, where it lies 
Dreaming the hodrs away. 

Long since its strength was given 
To making good increase. 
And now its sool is tamed again 
To beaaty and to peace. 

There in the earthly springtime 
The violets are blae. 
And adder-tongues in coats of gold 
Are ^rmented anew. 

There bayberry and aster 

Are crowded on its floors 

When marching summer halts to praise 

The Lord of Out-of-doora. 

And then October passes 
In gorgeous livery. 
In purple ash, and criutson oak. 
And golden tulip tree. 

And when the winds of winter 
Their bugles blast again, 
I watch the battalions come 
To pitch their tents therein. 
■ AUoHttc Mtmthlit Bliat Carm 
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TO A FH(EBE-BIRD 

Under the eaves, ont of the wet. 

You nest within my leach; 
Yon never sing for me and yet 

You have a golden speech. 

Yon sit and quirk a rapid tail. 

Wrinkle a ragged crest. 
Then pironette from tree to rail 

And vaolt from rail to nest 

And when in frequent, witty fri^t 

Yon grayly slip and fade. 
And when at hand 70a re-alight 

Demure and unafraid. 

And when you bring your brood its fill 

Of iridescent wings 
And green legs dewy in your bill. 

Your silence is what sings. 

Not of a feather that enjoys 

To prate or praise or preach, 
O PhtEbe, with your lack- of noise. 
What eloquence yon teach! 
The BeUman. Witter Banner 



FROM A MOTOR IN MAY 

The leaves of Autumn and the buds of Spring 
Meet and commingle on our winding way-^ 
And we, who ^ide into the heart of May, . 
Sense in our souls a sudden quivering. 
What though the flesh of blue or scarlet wing 
Bid ns forget the night in dawning day. 
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Skies of NoTCmber, luUen, sad, and gray. 
Once hong above this withered coTcring. 
There is no Spring Hut Anbmm has not known. 
Nor any Antnmn Spring has not ^vined/^ 
The odor of dead flowers on the wind 
Shan bnt enrich a fairer Uoosoming, 
And thongh they shirer from a breeie ontblown. 
The leaves of Antonin guard the buds of Spring. 
The Outlook Corinme Rootevelt Robhuon 



TO A GARDEN IN APRIL 

Alas, and are yon pleading now for pardon ? 
Spring come by nif^t — and so there was no telling? 
Spring bad his way with yon, my little garden. . . . 
Yon hide in leaf, but ob ! yonr bnds are swelling. 
The Trend Walter Conrad Areneberg 



JEWEL-WEED 

Thon lonely, dew-wet mountain road, 
Traversed by toiling feet each day. 

What rare enchantment maketh thee 
Appear so gay? 

Thy sentinels, on either hand 

Rise tamarack, birch and balsam-fir, 

O'er the familiar shrubs that greet 
The wayfarer; 

But here's a magic cometh new — 
A joy to gladden thee, indeed: 

This passionate ont-flowering of 
The jewel-weed, 

IS 
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That noT, when ixya ue gtowiag drear, 
Afl summer dreanu that ahe is old, 

Haaga ont a myriad pleasare-bells 
Of mottled gold I 

Thine only, these, thoa lonely road! 

Though hands that take, and naa^t restore, 
Rob thee of other treasured things. 

Thine these arc, for 

A fairy, cradled in each bloom. 
To all who pass the charmU spot 

Whispers in warning: — "Friend, admire,^ 
Bnt touch me not! 

" Leave me to blossom where I spmng, 

A joy nntamisbed shall I seem; 
Flndc me, and you dispel the charm 

And blnr the dream! " 
The Bellnum Florence Eaiie Coatet 



IRISH 

Hy father and mother were Irish, 
And I am Irish, too; 
I pipe yon my bag of whistles, 
And it is Irish, too. 
'Twill sing with yon in t^e morning. 
And play with yon at noon. 
And dance with yon in the evening 
To a little Irish tone. 
For my father and mother were Irish, 
And I am Irish, too; 
And here is my bag of whistles, 
For it is Irish, too. 
Boston Tramcript Edward J. O'Brien 
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THE REGENTS' EXAMINATION 

Muffled aotmds of the city climbing to me st tte win- 
dow, 

Here in the aDrnmer noon-tide students busily writing. 

Children of quunt-clad imtnigTBDts, fresh from the 
but and the Ghetto, 

Writing of pious ^neos and funeral rites of An- 
chises. 

Old-World credo and custom, alien accents and fea- 
tures, 

Plnnged in the free-school hopper, grist for the Anglo- 
Saxons — 

Old-World sweetness and light, and fiery straggle of 
heroes. 

Flashed on the blinking peasants, dnll with the grime 
of their bondage! 

Bace that are infant in knowledge, ancient in grief 
and traditions — 

Lore that is tranquil with age and starty with gleams 
of the future — 

What is the thing that will come from the might of 
the elements blending? 

Neuter and safe shall it be? Or a flame to burst as 
asunder? 
Scribner'i Magatnne Jeirie Wailact Hughat 



YANKEE DOODLE 

This poem Is Intecded as a description of a sort of Blasb- 
fleld mural painting on the Af. To be sang to the tone of 
Yankee Doodle, yet in a slower, more orotund fashion. It Is 
presumably on exercise for an entertaimnent on the evening 
of Washii:q{t«i'B Birthday 

Dawn this morning burned all red 
Watching them in wonder. 
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There I saw oar spangled Sag 

Divide the douda asunder. 

Then thcie followed Washington. 

Ah, be rode from glory. 

Cold and mi^t; as his name 

And stem as Freedom's story. 

Unsubdued by burning dawn 

Led his contineDtals. 

Vast they were, and strange to see 

In gray old regimentals: — 

Marching still with bleeding ieet, 

Bleeding feet and jesting — 

Marching from the judgment throne 

With energy unresting. 

How their merry quickstep played — 

Silver, sharp, sonorous, 

Piercing through with prophecy 

The demons' rambling chorus — 

Behold the ancient powers of sin 

And slavery before them I — 

Sworn to stop the glorious dawn. 

The pit-black donds bnng o'er them. 

Plagues that rose to blast the day. 

Fiend and tiger faces. 

Monsters plotting bloodshed for 

The patient toiling races. 

Bound the d&wn their cannon raged. 

Hurling bolts of thunder. 

Yet before our spangled flag 

Their host was cut asunder. 

Uke a mut they fled away. . . . 

Ended wrath and roaring. 

Still our restless soldier-host 

From East to West went ponring. 
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High bedde the nm of noon 
Thej hoR onr banner splendid. 
All its Aaj» of stain and shame 
And heavinew were ended. 
Men were swelling now the throng 
From great and lowlj station — 
Valiant dtisens to-daj 
Of ereiy tribe and nation. 
Not till ni^t their rear-gnard came, 
Down the west went marcfaing. 
And left behind the smiset nya 
In bean^ overarching. 
War-god banners lead ns still. 
Bob, enslave and harrj'; 
Let us rather choose tonlaj 
The flag the angeb carrj — 
Flag we lore, bnt brighter far — • 
Sonl of it made splendid: 
Let its days of stain and shame 
And heaviness be ended. 
Let its fifes fill all the sky. 
Redeemed sools marching after. 
Hills and moan tains shake with song, 
While seas roll on in laughter. 
The Metropotitatt Faehel Lindtajf 

FIGHT 
THE tai;e or a ounnsk at plattsbdkqh, 1814 * 



Jock bit his mittens off and blew his thttmbs; 
He scraped the fresh sleet from the frosen sign: 

* In the naval battle of Plattsbnrgfa the American com- 
mander " Hacdonoogfa Umaetf worked like a common 
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Men Wantkd — Volitktkers. Like gosti of brine 

He whiffed deliiinnu 
Of fonnd — the drming rosr of rolling, rolling dranu 
And ihriUing fifea, like needles in his spine. 
And drank, blood-bright from annriM and wild ahoK, 

The wine of war. 

With ears and ejea he drank and dissy brain 
Till all the snow danced red. The little shacks 
That lined the rood of moffled hackmatacks 

Were roofed with the red stain. 
Which spread in reeling rings on icy-bine Champlain 
And splotched the sky like daubs of sealing-wax. 
That daAened when be winked, and when be stared 

Caught £re and flared. 

HiN Waktbd — VoLDKTEERs! Tbc Tillage street. 
Topped by the slonching store and slim flagpole. 
Loomed grand as Borne to his expanding soul; 

Grandly the rhythmic beat 
Of feet in file and flags and fifes and filing feet. 
The roar of brass and unremitting roll 
Of drums and drums bewitched bis boyish mood — 

Till he hallooed. 

His strident e<Ao stung the lake's wild dawn 
And startled him from dreams. Jock rammed his cap 
And rubbed a numb ear with the furry flap. 
Then bolted like a faun, 

sailor, la pointing and bHidUcg a favorite gun. While 
bending over to sight it, a round shot cut la two the 
spanker boom, which fdl on his heul and struck bim 
Mnsetess for two or three minutes; he then leaped to bis 
feet and continued as befare, wk«* a that took of tk» 
h«od of tk» eaptaim of th» jw» "fne oiMt dtovt Jt *« M* 
fac* wUk »uek fore» at to lemoek Mm to Ou othtr M4 of 
tkt deck."— From "Th* Jfanal War of 1811," by Tk«o- 
i»rt BooMvsIt. 
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Bonnding throngb lUn-deep slei^ntts in bia sh«ggj 

brAwn, 
Blowing wbite froai-wrettUtf from red moi^ og^P 
Till, in a gabled, porcb beyond tbe itofc. 
Me bunt Hie do<»; 

" Mother! " he panted. " Hnsht Your pa ain't np; 
He'i woTBer since this storm. What's stmc^ ye aoi" 
"It's Tolonteers!" The old dame stammered 

"Oh!" 

And stopped, and stirred her snp 
Of morning tea, and stared down in the trembling 

enp. 
" They're masterin' on tbe eommon now." " I 

know," 
She nodded feebly; then with sharp surmise 
She raised her eyes: 

She raised her tjtt, and ponred their light on him 
Who towered glowing there — bright lips apart. 
Cap off, ^d brown hair toosled. Wth quick smart 

She felt tbe ro<xu torn, dim 
And seemed she heard, far off, a sound of chemUm 
Soothing tbe sndddn pain abont ber heart. 
How many a lonely boor of after-woe 

She saw bim bo! 

"Jock!" And once more the wbite lips mnrmnred 

"Jock!" 
Her fingers slipped; tbe spilling teacup fell 
And shattered, tinkling — but broke not the speU. 

His heart began to luiock. 
Jangling tbe hollow rhythm of the ticking clock. 
"Mother, it's fight, and men are wanted!" "Well, 
Ab well, it's men may kill us women's joys, 
It's men — not bc^s!" 

18 
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"I'm seventeen! I goess that •eventeen — " 
"My little Jock I" "little! I'm siz-foot-ose. 
(Scorn twitched bis Up.) Yoo saw me, how I akan 

The town last Hallowe'en 
At wrastlin'." (Now the mother shifted tack.) 

"Bnt Jean? 
Yon won't be teann' Jeanf " "I gneu a gim 
Won't rattle Iter." He laughed, and turned his head. 

His face grew red. 

" Bnt if it doos — ■ a gal dtm't understand: 

It's fight ! " " Jock, boy, your pa ean't last modi 

more, 
And who's to mind the stock — to milk and chore?" 

Jock frowned and gnawed bis band. 
" Motdier, it's men most mind the atock — oar own 

bom land. 
And hA. the invaden." Slowly In the door 
Stabbed the old, wom-oat man. " Woman, let be I 
It's liberty: 

" It's stmck him like fork-lightnin' in a pine. 

I felt it, too, like that in serenfy-six; 

And now, if 'twa'n't for creepin' pains and cricks 

And this (me leg o' mine, 
I'd tuJler young Jerusalem like him, and jine 
Tbe figbt; but fif^t don't come from bumt-ont wicks; 
It comes from fire." " Mebbe," she said, " it c«mies 

From fifes and dmms," 

" Dad, all tbe boys are down from the back bills. 
The eoaaa<m't cacklin' like hell's codu and hens; 
There's swords and mnaketa stacked in the cow-^wni 

And knapsacks in the mills; 
They say at Isle anz Noix Redcoats are holding 

drills. 
And we're to build a big fleet at Ve^ennea. 

1» 
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Dad, can't I go? " " I reckon you're a nun: 
- Of coarse yon can. 

" 111 do die diora to home, jaa do 'em thar! " 
"Dad!" — "Lad!" The men gripped banda and 

gaied apon 
The mother, when the door flew wide. There shone 

A ycong face like a star, 
A gleam of bitter-sweet 'gainst snowy islands far, 
A freshness, like the scent of cinnamm, 
Tingeing the air with ardor and bri^t sheen. 

Jock faltered: " Jean ! " 

"Jock, don't yoo bear the drums? I dreamed all 

night 
I heard 'em, and they wcdce me in blade darii. 
Qolck, ain't yon comin' ? Can't yon hear 'em? Hark! 

The men-folks are to fig^t 
I wish I was a man! '.' Jo<^ felt his throat dutch 

tight 
" Men-folks ! " It lit his spirit like a spark 
Flashing the pent gunpowder of his pride. 
" Come on I " be cried. 

" Here — wait t " The old man stumped to the back 

wall 
And handed down his mnsket. " Yonll want this ; 
And mind what game you're after, and don't miss. 

Oood-by: I guess that's all 
For now. Come back and get yonr dads." 

Jock, locMning tall 
Beside his glowing sweetheart, stooped to kiss 
The little shrunken mother. Tiptoe she rose 

And clutched him — close. 

Id both her twisted hands she held his head 
Clutched in the wild remembrance of dim years — 
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A hahj head, snckling, half dewed with tesn; 

A tired hoy abed 
By candleligfat; » Uniting face bealde the red 
Log-fire; a shock of curls beneath her shears — 
The brij^t hair falling. Ah, she tried to smotiier 

Her wild thoo^te.—" Mother ! 

" Mother ! " he stattered. " Baby Jock ! " she 

moaned 
And lodted far In Us eyes. — And he was gone. 
The porch door banged. Out in the blood-bri^t 

dawn 

All that she mce bod owned — 
Her heart's prood empire — passed, her life's dream 

sank tinthroncd. 
"Wiih hands still reached, she stood there staring, wan. 
" Haik, woman 1 " said ttie bowed old man. " What's 

tolling?" 

Drums — drums were rolling. 



Shy wings flashed in the orchard, glitter, glitter; 
Bine vings bloomed soft ihrongh blossom-colored 

leaves. 
And Pkabe! Pkabe! wbisUcd from gray eaves 

Throng WBter-shine and twitter 
And spurt of flamey green. All bane of earth and 

bitter 
Took life and tasted sweet at the glad reprieres 
Of spring, save only In an old dame's heart 

That grieved apart 

Crook-back and small, she poled the big wellsweep: 
Creak went the pole; the bncket came up brimming. 
On the bright water lay a cricket swimming 
Whose brown legs tried to leap 

SI 



D.g.tizecbyGoOgle 



Bat, draggling, tvitched and foundered in tlte cir- 
cling deep. 
Tlie old dame gwpedi ber thin hand nutebed Uia> 



" Dear Lord, he's drowned," she mombled with dzr 
lips; 

" The ships! the sUpsl " 

Gently she laid him in die inn and dried 

The little dripping body. Suddenly 

Boae-red Reamed through the budding apple tree 

And " Look ! a letter ! " cried 
A Uncling voice; " and lota of news for ns inside! " 
" How's tiiat, Jean i News from Jock ! Where — 

where is be ? " 
" Down in Vergennes — the ship-yards." " Ships t 

Ah, no! 

It can't be so." 

" He's going to fi^t with guns and be a tar. 
See here: he's wrote himself. The post was late. 
He couldn't write before. The ship is great! 

She's buih, from keel to spar. 
And called the Saraivga; and Join's got a scar 
Already — " " Scar? " the mother qnareted. 

" Wait," 
Jean rippkd, " let me read." " Qnlck, then, ny 

dear, 

He'll want to hear — 

" Jock's pa ; I guess well find him In tbe yard. 
He ain't scarce creepin' round these days, poor Dan ! " 
9>e gripped Jean's arm and stumbled as they ran. 

And stopped once, breathing hard. 
Around them chimney-swallows skimmed the sbeep- 

cropped sward 
And yellow bomets bammed. The sick old nan 
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Stirred at thdr itepi, and mnttered from deep miue : 
"Well, nu; what news?" 

" From Jockie — tbere'a a letter ! " In his chair 
Tiic boved form sat bolt upright " What's he say? " 
" He's wrote to Jean. I guess it's boys their way 

To think old folks don't care 
For letters." " Girl, read out." Jean smoothed her 

wilding hair 
And sat bMide them. Oat of the blue day 
A golden robin called; across the road 

A heifer lowed; 

And old ears listened while yoath read: "'Friend 

Jean, 
Ve^ennes: here's where we've played a Yankee trick. 
I'm layin' in my bonk by Otter Crick 

And scribblin' you this mean 
Scrawl for to tell the news — what-all I've heerd 

and seen: 
Jennie, we've bnilt a ship, and built her slick — 
A swan! — a seven hundred forty tonner, 
And I'm first gunner. 

" ' Yon ought to seen us launch her t'other day ! " 
Tell dad we've christened her for a fight of bisn 
He fought at Saratoga. Now joat listen! 

She's twice as big, foUu say. 
As Perry's ship that took the prise at Pnt-in-Bsy; 
Yet forty days ago, boll, masts, and missen, 
Tbe whole of her was growin', live and limber. 

In God's green timber. 

" ' I helped to fell her main-mast back in March. 
The woods was snowed knee-deep. She was a won- 
der: 
A straight white pine. She fell like roarin' thunder 
And left a bloc-sky arch 
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AboTC her, bnstin' all to kindlin'a a tall larch. — 
Mebbe the scart jsckrabbiti sknn from under 1 
Us boya boorsyed, and me and every noodle 
Yelled Yankee Doodle! 

" ' ilj, hov we haw'd and gee'd the big ox->ledget 
Haolin' ber long trunk through the hemlock dells, 
A-bellerin' to the tinklc-tankle bells. 

And blunted our ax edges 
Hackin' new roads of ice longside the rocky ledges. 
We stalled her twice, bnt gave the oxen spells 
And yanked ber throngh at last on the home-dearin' — 

Lord, wa'n't we cheerin'! 

" ' Since then I've seen her bom, as yon might say: 
Bom out of £re and water and men's sweatin', 
Blast-fumace rairin' and red anvils frettin' 

And sawmills, night and day, 
Screech-owlin' like 'twas Satan's ramhonse nm away 
Smeilio' of tor and pitch. But I'm forgettin' 
The man that's primed ber gona and paid her 8c<n«: 

The Commodore. 

" ' Macdonon^ — be's her master, and she knows 
His Toice, like he waa talkin' to his hound. 
There ain't a man of her but mtber'd drown'd 

Than tread up<m his toes; 
And yet with his red cheeks and twinUin' eyes, a 

rose 
Ain't friendler than his looks be. When he's round. 
He makes yon feel like you're a gentleman 

American. 

" ' But I must tell you how we're hidin' here. 
This Otter Crick is like a crook-neck jag. 
And we're inside. The Redcoats want to plug 
The mouth, and cork our beer; 
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So last Tcek Downie sailed liis British lake fleet mar 
To £11 oor channel) bnt ns boys had dag 
Big shore intrendiments, and our batteries 
Stung 'em like bees 

" ' T0 they skedaddled vhimperin' np the lake; 
Bnt trhile the shots was flyin', In the scrinuoage, 
I canght a ball that scotched my livin' image. — 

NoWj Jean, for Sam Hill's sake. 
Don't Iet-<m this to mother, for, yon know, she'd 

make 
A deary-me-in' that Ironld lost a grim age. 
'Tain't much, but when s feller goes to war 

What's be go for 

" ' If 'taint to fi|^t, and take his chancesP ' " Jean 
Stopped and looked down. The mother did not 

speak. 
" Go on," said tix old man. Flash tinged her cheek. 

" Trnly I didn't mean — 
There ain't much more. He says: 'Goodbye now, 

little qneen; 
We're dae to sail for Plattsbnrg^ this day week. 
Meantime I'm bopin' bard and takin' sta<^ 
Yoap obedient — Jock.' " 

The prl's TOfce ceased In sHence. Glitter, glitter. 
The shy wings flashed throng^ blossom-colored leares. 
And Phcebe! Pketbe! whistled from gray eaves 

Thxoogh wster-ibine and twitter 
And spart of flamey green. But bane of tboaght is 

bitter. 
The mother's heart spomed May's tweet make-be- 

Ueres, 
For there, throngh falling masts and gannt ships 

looming, 

Oona — gnus were boondng. 

29 
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Plsttsbnrg^ — and windleu beanty on the baj; 
ADttumul moming and the siin at lereii: 
Southward a wedge of wild docks in the heaven 

Dwindles, and tar away 
Dim mmintaiiu watch the lake, where lurking for 

their prey 
Ue, with their mnssled tbonders and pent levin. 
The war-ships — Eagle, Preble Saratoga, 
Ticonderoga. 

And now a little wind from the northwest 
Flnttera the trembling bine with snowy flecks. 
A gnnner, on Macdonongh's silent decks. 

Peers from his cannon's rest, 
Staring beyond the low north headland. Crest on 

crest 
Behind green spmce-tops, soft as wild-fowls' necks. 
Glide the bright spars and masts and whitened wale* 

Of bellying sails. 

Bounding, the British lake-birds loom in view, 
Buffling their wings in silvery arrogance: 
Chubb, Linnet, Finch, and lordly Confiance 

Leading with Dovnie's crew 
The line. With long booms swong to starboard they 

heave to. 
Whistling their flock of galleys who advance 
Bdiind, then toward the Yankees, four abreast. 

Tack landward, west 

Landward the watching townsfolk strew the shore; 
Mut-banks of hnman beings blnr the bloffs 
And blacken the roofs, like swarms of roosting 
chon^M. 

Waiting the cannon's roar 
A nation holds its breath for knell of Nevermore 

26 
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Or pcftl of life: thii hoar shall cast the slongfas 
Of generatiMU — sod one old dame's jo;: 
Her gnnner bo;. 

One mmnent on the quarter-deck Jock kneels 
Beside his Commodore and fitting sqnad. 
Their heads are bowed, their prayers go up toward 
God — 

Toward God, to whom appeals 
Still rise in pain and mangling wrath from blind or- 
deals 
Of man, still boastful of his brother's blood. — 
They stand from prayer. Swift comes and silently 
The enemy. 

Macdonou^ holds his men, alert, deroot: 
" He that warereth is like a ware of the sea 
Dtrreu with the wind. Behold the ships, that be 

So great, are turned about 
Even with a little helm." Jock tightens the blue 

dout 
Aroond his waist, and watches casually 
Close-by a game-cock, in a coop, who stirs 
And spreads his spurs. 

Now, bristling near, the British war-lnrds swoop 
Wings, and the Yankee Eagle screams in fire; 
The English Linnet answers, aiming higher, 

And eraih almig Jock's poop 
Her hurtling shot of Itmi crackles the game-cock's 

coop, 
Where. h>I the ribald code, like a town crier 
Strutting a gonsllde, flaps to tbe cheering crew — 

Yankee-doodle-doo ! 

Boys yell, and yapping laughter fills the roar: 
" You bet well do 'cm ! " " You're a prophet, 
coAy!" 
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" Hwtnj, old rooster .' " " Hip, Iiip, hip ! " crie« 
Jocki«. 

Calmly tbe Commodore 
Tonohes hi< cumon'i fnM and firei it twenty-fonr. 
Smoke belchea black. "Haxu! That's bloved 'on 

pocky!" 
And Downie's men, like pins before the bowling, 
Fall Bcatter-roUing. 

Boom! flash the long guns, edioed by the galleys. 
The Ctrnfiance, vimd-baffled in the bay 
With both her port-bow anchon torn away. 

Flutters, bnt pnradly rallies 
To broadside, while her gcnboats range the water- 
alleys. 
Then Downie grips Macdonon^ in the fray,- 
And donble-flhotted from his roaring flail 

Hnrb ^e black haiL 

The hail turns red, and drips in the hot gloom. 

Jock snoffs the reek and spits it from his mouth 

And grapples with great winds. The winds blow 
sooth, 

And scent of lilac bloom 

Steals ttom his mother's porch in his still sleeping- 
room. 

Lilacs! But now it stinks of blood and drontb! 

He staggers np, and stares at blinding light: 
"God! liils Is fight!" 

Fight I The sharp loathing retches in his loins; 
He gulps the black air, like a diowner swimming, 
Where little round suns in a dance go rimming 

The darit witli golden coins; 
Bound hJm and ronnd the si^intering masts and 
jangled qooins 
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Reel, rattling, and overhead he hears the bymniiig — 
Ixmeljand load — of ololatiiig choirs 

Stranding with wires. 

Fi^t! Bnt BO more the roll of chanting droms, 
The fifing flare, the flags, the magic spnine 
Filling his spirit with a wild perfume; 
Now Doisinne anguish nnmbs 
His sense, that mocks and leers at moDstrons yscv- 

Whangi splits the spanker near him, and the boom 
Crushes Macdcmoagh, in a jninbled wreck, 
Stonned on the deck. 

No time to glance where wonnded leaden lie, 
Or think on fallen sparrows in the storm — 
Only to fight! The prone commander's form 

Stirs, rises stnmblingly. 
And gropes where, nnder shrieking grape and mns- 

ketry. 
Men's bodies wamble like a mwi^ed swarm 
Of bees. He bends to sl^t his gon again, 

Bleeding, and then — 

Oh, oot of void and old oblivion 

And reptile slime first rose Apollo's head; 

And God in likeness of Himself, 'tis said. 

Created such an one. 
Now shaping Shakespeare's fwehead, now Napo- 
leon, 
Varioos, by infinite invention bred. 
In His own image molding beantifnl 
* The hnman skull. 

Jock Ufta bis head; Macdonongh si^ts lia gon 
To fire — bnt in bis face a ball of flesb. 
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A whiuing doA, hu horlol him in a meah 

Of tangled n>pe and tun, 
While still abont the deck the Inbber clod ia ipsii 
And, bonndng from the nil, liea in & pleah 
Of ooting blood, npstuing eyelet*, red — 

A gnnner's head. 



Above the ships, enormons from the lake. 
Rises a maith — a phantom dim and gory. 
Lifting her wondroos limbs of smdce and ^ory; 

And little children qnake 
And lordly nations bow their foreheads for her sake, 
And bards proclaim her in their £ery atory; 
And in her phantom breast, heartless unheeding. 

Hearts — hearts are bleeding. 



Macdonongh liea with Downie in one land. 
Victor and vanqoiahed long ago were peers. 
Held in the grip of peace an hundred years, 

England haa laid her hand 
In ours, and we have held — ■ and still shall hold — 

the band 
That makes ua brothera of the hemispheres; 
Yea, still shall keep the lasting brotherhood 
Of law and Uood. 

Yet one whose terror racked ai long of yore 
Still wreaka upon the world her lawless might: 
Oat of the deeps ^ain the phantmn Fi^t 

Zjooms on her wings of war. 
Sowing in armid campa and fields her rencMned spore. 
Embattling mtmarch's whim against man's ri|^t, 

SO 
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Trampling with iron boofs the bloonu of time 
Bock in the alime. 

We, who fnnn dreami of jnitice, dearly wrooght. 
First ro>e in the ejea of patient Wuhingbm, 
And through the molten heart of Lincoln won 

To liberty forgot, 
Now, standing lone in peace, 'mid titona strange dia* 

tranght. 
Pray much for patience, more — God's will be 

done! — 
For virion and for power nobly to see 
The world nude free. 
The OmUwOc Percy MacKaye 



THE PROPHET 

Jeremiah, will yon come? 

Will yon gather up the mnltitades, and wake them 

with a dramf 
Will yon dare anoint the chosen ones from all the 

cattle Und, 
And threaten with the fire of God the foolish and the 

blind? 

Jeremiah, Jeremiah, we have waited for yon long. 
To see the flaming fury of yonr hate against the 

wrong. 
For we dally in the Temple, and we flee the eye of 

Troth, 
And we waste along the wilderness the glory of onr 

yonth. 

Jeremiah, Jeremiah, here the lying prophets speak. 
Here they flatter in their feebleness the gilded and 
the sled; 
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Bat tbeiz Isngaid pipings die in ihame when trun^et 

criea arc heard. 
Are you coining? Are you coming? O Pnqihet of 

the Word! 
The Forum Lgmau Brgtom 



NEWPORT 

On these brown rodES the waves dissolve iq sprajr 

As when our fathers saw them first alee. 

If BTieh a one conld come again and see 

This ancient haven in its latter day. 

These han^h^ palaces and gardens gay. 

These dense, soft lawns, bedecked by many a tree 

Borne like a gem from Ind or Araby; 

If he conld see the race he bred, at play — 

Bri^t like a flodc of tropic birds allnred 

To paoae a moment <m the soaihward wing 

By these warm sands and by these sommer seas — 

Would he not cry, "Alas, have I endured 

ExUe and famine, hate and suffering. 

To win religions liberty for these?" ' 

Smart Set AUee Duer MilUr 



TO A PHOTOGBAPHER 

I have known joy and woe and toO and £g^t 
I have lived largely, I have dreamed and planned. 
And Time, the sculptor, with a master hand. 

Upon my face has wronght for all men's sight 

The lines and seams of Life, of growth and blight, 
Ot strug^^le and of service and command; 
And now yoo show me This -— this waxen, bland 

And placid face — nnlined, untroubled, white! 

8S 
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This ia not I — this fatnoiu face joa ihow ^ 1 

Betoncbed and prettified and imoothed to pleaae> - . I 

Pat bade the wrinklea and Uie lin^ I knpw; 
I hare ipent Uood and brain achieving these; 

Ont of the pain, the sorrow and the wrack. 

They are my scars of battle — put tbkh back!' 
Harper't Weekly Merlon Bral«jr 

SONG \ 

Flesh nnto flowers. 

And flame nnto wind. 
The cleansing of showera 

Shall come to thee blind. 

In the night of \hj sleeping 

The sound of the tide 
Shall waken thee weeping 

To tnm to mj aide. 
So$ton Tramtcript Edward J. O'Brien 

SONNET XXXVn 
Throngh vales of Thrace, Feneos' stream is flowing 
Fast legend-peopled hillsides to the deep; 
From Faestnm's rose-hung plains soft winds are blow- 

tog: 

The halls of Amber lie in haonted sleep; 
The Cornish sea is silent with the Summer 
That once bore laeolt from the Irish shore; 
And lovely lone Fiesole is dumber. 
Than when Lorenso's garland-gDests it wore. 
This ere for ns the emerald clearness glowing 
Orer the stream, where late was ruddy might, 
Whispers a wonder, dumb to other knowing, — 
Known bat to yon, the sUence, and the night. 

S8' 
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Oar boat drift* breathleu; the latt light is dying; 
Sttn, imym, shall find us here blether lying. 
The ForuHi Arthur Damton Fkkt 

THE HUNTING OF DIAN 

Ja the ailence of a midnight lost, loit forereiiDore, 
I stood npoD a nameleu beach where none had been 

before, 
And red g<dd and yellow gold were the ahella nptm 

that shore. 

Lone, lone it was as a mist-enfolded strand 
Set ronnd a lake where marble demons stand — 
Held like a sapphire-stone in Thibet's monstrous hand. 

And there I beheld how One stood in her grace 
To b(^ to the stars her wet and faery face, 
And Da the smooth and haunted sands her footfall 
bad no trace. 

White, white was she as the yoongest seraph's word, 
Or milk of Eden's kine or Eden's fragrant cnrd, 
Cast In lore by Eve's wan hand to her moat snowy 

bird. 

Fair, fair was she as Venos of the sky. 

And the jasmine of her breast and starlight of her c^ 

Made the heart a pain and the sonl a hopeless sig^. 

Weak with the sight I leaned upon my sword, 

TUl my sonl that had ai^ed was become an unseen 

chord 
For stress of music rendered to unknown things 

adored. 
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Surely abe heard, but her beatit; gave no sign 

To me for whom the hiuhed sea wu odorons u 

wine, — 
To me for whom the voicelesi world w«a made her 

silent shrine. 

And she sent forth her gaie to the waters of the West, 
And she sent forth her sool to the Islands of the 

Blest, • 
Below a star whose ulver throes set pearls upon her 

breast. 

Bnt chill in the East brake a glor; on the lands. 
And she moaned like some low wave that dies on 

frozen sands, 
And hdd to her oea-loTer sweet and cmel bands. 

Then rose the moon, and its lance was in her side. 
And there was Utter music because in woe she cried, 
Ere on the hard and gleaming beach she laid her 
down and died. 

2 leapt to her snccor, my sword I left behind; 

Bat one low momid of opal foam was all that I conld 

find — 
A moon-washed length of airy gems that trembled in 

the wind. 

I knelt below (he stars ; tbt sea pnt forth a wave ; 
The moon drew up the captive tides upon her shining 

grave. 
As for away I heard the cry her dim sea-lover gave. 
Smart Set George Sterling 
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THE FIREMEN^ BALL 
ncTioiT on 
"Give Uie engines nxxn, 
Give the engines nxnn." 
Losder, faster 
The IHtle band-master 
Whips op the flatiDg, 
Horries np the tooting. 
He thinks that he stands, 

The reins in his hands. To be read, or 

In the fire-chicrs place chanted, wUk 

In the night alarm chase. the heaog 

The cymbals whang, buaxing bau 

The kettiedroms bang: — of fire-engiiut 

" Clear the street, pumpi»g. 

Clear the street I» thit pat- 

Clear the street — Boom, boom. tage the read- 

In the evening gloom, vtg or chaut- 

In the evening gloom, i*g U ihrUUr 

Give the engines room, o»d higher. 

Give the engines room. 
Lest souls be trapped 
In 8 terrible tomh." 
The sparics and the pine-brands 
Whirl on hi^ 

From the black and reeking alleys 
To the wide red sky. 
Hear the hot glass crashing, 
Hear the stone steps hissing. 
Coal black streams 
Down the gntters pour. 
There are cries for help 
From a far fifth floor. 
For a longer ladder 
Hear the fire-chief calL 
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Lbtea to the miulc 




Of the firemen'. bdL 




"Ti. Ihe 


To be read or 


NiaHT 


chimUd m a 


Of doom," 


Asooy hoM. 


Sa; the dlig-doiig doom-belli. 




"NIgbt 




Of doom," 




S.; the dlivdoog doom-bells. 




Faster, faster 




The red flames come. 




" Horn grran," say the engines. 




£iQiD i^iiiiu i^cum. 




" Bi»i, buM," 


Shriller aiwl 


Says the crovd. 


tUffker. 


"See, see," 




Calls the crowd. 




" Look OTit," 




Yelps the crowd 




And the high walls faU: — 




Listen to the music 




Of the firemen's balL 




Listen to the music 




Of the firemen's balL 




" 'Tis the 


Heavi/ baei. 


NlOKT 




Of doom," 




Say the ding-dong doom-beUa. 




NlQHT 




Of doom. 








Whangaranga, whangaranga. 




Whang, whang, whang. 




Clang, clang, clangaranga. 




Clang, clang, clang. 


BoMt, much 


Clang — a — ranga — 


flower. 
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Clang — a — ranga — 

CUng, 

Clang. 

Listen— 'ta — the — ntndc — 

Of the firemen's ball — 



BCTtOK TWO 

" Many's the heart that's breaking 
If we coold read them all 
After the ball is over." (An old 
song.) 

Scomfnlly, gaily To be read or 

The bandmaster sways, nini^ tUmlg 

Changing Mie strain and ioftig, m 

That the wild band plays. the manner of 

With a red and royal intoxication, luttful, intin- 
A tangle of sounds Mating mutic. 

And a syncopation. 
Sweeping and bending 
From side to side, 
Master of dreams. 
With a peacock pride. 
A lord of the delicate flowers of de- 
light 
He drives compunction 
Back through the night 
Dreams he's a soldier 
Plumed and spurred. 
And raliant lads 
Arise at his word. 
Flaying the sober 
Thoughts he hates, 
Driving them back 
From the dream-town gates. 
How can the languorous 



.,C(iog[c 



Dancers know 




The nd dreuni come 




Wien the good dreams go? 


To be nad or 


" Tls the 


otoaled 


NlQHT 


slnd, aad 


Of love," 


10/% ia lAa 


Cn the sllTer joy-hells. 


fliaaaer of 


" NlOBT 


iast/al ■«<<•- 


Of love," 


tta&»g BiMte. 


CJl the .aver joy-hdll. 




" Honey and wine. 




Honey and wine. 




Sing low, now, violins. 




Sing, sing low. 








Mellow snd slow. 




Like midnight poppies 








Their eyes flash power, 




Their lips- are domb. 




Faster and faster 




Their pnlses come. 




Tbongb softer now 








Honey and wine. 




Honey and wine. 




'Tls the firemen's ball. 




'Tis the firemen's balL 




"I am slain," 


WHh a dimu 


Cries tme-love 




There in the shadow. 


moarain^. 


" And 1 die," 




Cries tme-h>ve. 




There laid low. 





" When the fire-dreama eome. 
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The wise dresnu go." 
Btrr HI! CHT la dkowhkd 

Bt THZ PBOUn BAMD-IfARIB 

And now gnat gongs whutg, 

Sharper, faster. 

And kettiedruns rattle 

And hide the shame 

With a swish and a swirk 

In dead lore's name. 

Bed and crimson 

And scarlet and rote 

Magical poppies 

The sweethearts bloom. 

The scarlet stays 

When the rose^nsh goes, 

And love lies low 

In a marhle tomb. 

" Tis the 

NlOHT 

Of doom/' 

CaU the ding-dong doom-bells. 

" NiOST 

Of doom," 

CaU the ding-dong doom-bells. 

Hark how the piccolos still make 

cheer. 
"Tis a moonli^t night in the 
spring of the year." 

CtANaUUNOA, CLAltaABANOA, 

Clano . 
Clans . 
C1.AN0 . 

Clako . 

LtSTKN . 

Or ...■ 
Listen . 



SutUenljf i»- 
temtpthtg. 
To be read or 

tung m a 
hettvg batt. 
Tint eight 
line* ai harth 
ai poitiblt. 
Then gradv- 
allg mu*ical 
and toitorotu. 



Skarplj/ m- 
terruptitig m 
a verg high 

Heaog bait. 



. CtANO . . . CLANG. 
. A . . . KAHOA . . . 
. A . . . KAHOA . . . 
. CLANO . . . CLANO . . 

TO THE . . . mrnc . 

I . . . rnXHEN's BALL . 

TO . . . THE . . . mac . 



byGoogIc 



0» . . . T 

Ball . 



In Which, contraiy to Artistic Custom, the moral of 
die piece is placed before the reader. 

(From the first Khandaka of the Mahavagga: 
" There Bnddha thns addressed his disciples: 
' Everything, mendicants, is bnming. With That 
fire is it bomingP I declare unto yon it is baming 
with the fire of passion, with the fire of anger, with 
the fire of ignorance. It is biming with the anxieties 
of birth, decay and death, grief, lamentation, sofTer- 
ing and despair. ... A disciple, . . . becoming 
weary of all that, divests himself of passion. By 
absence of passion, he is made free.' ") 

I once knew a teacher. 

Who turned from desire, 

Who said to the young men, 

"Whie is a fire." 

Who said to the merchants: — 

" Gold is a flame 

That sears and tortures 

If yoQ play at the game." 

I once knew a teacher 

Who tamed from desire 

Who said to the soldiers, 

" Hsto is a fire." 

Who said to the statesmen: — 

" Power is a flame 

That flays and blisters 

If yon play at the game." 

I once knew a teacher 

Who turned from desire. 

Who said to the lordly, 

«1 
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" Pride is ft fire." 

Wbo thai w&med the reTcllera: — 

"Life U A flame. 

Be cold oa the dew 

Wonld 7on win at the guat 

With heart! like the stars. 

With hearto like the stars." Jntempting 

So BBWABl, very loudltf 

So BKWABX, for ike laat 

So BEWABB OF THE FIBX. timt. 

Clear the streets, 

Boom, boom. 

Clear the stiKeta, 

Boom, boom, 

gmc thk enoinbs kooh, 

GiTB THE ENaiNES ROOM, 

Levi aocj.* be teapfed ' 
Ix A teerible tomb. 

SaTS the SWIFT WHITE HOESC 
To THE SWIFT BLACK HOBn:~ 

" There goes the aiabm, 
There ooeb the alarm. 
Tbet are bitched, tret are off, 
Thbt are gone iw a flash. 
And thet firaih at the driter's 
moK arm." 

ClAITG . . . a . . . RANOA . . . CLANG 
. . . A . . . HANGA. . . . 

Clang . . . clano . . . clang . . . 

ClaNO , . . a . . . RANOA . . . CLANG 
. . . A . . . RANOA. . . 

Clang . . . clang . . . clano .... 
Clano . . . a . . . r^nga . . . clano 

. . . A . . . RANGA. 

Clano . . . clang . . . tAang. 

Poetry: A Magaxine of Verte Fachet Lindeaf 
4« 
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SUMMONS 

The eager night and tbe impetuoiu winds. 
The hints and whiipera of a thoiuand Inrea, 
And all the swift persoasion of the Spring, 
Soiged from the stars and stones, and swept me on, . 
The smell of hcMUTSodklcs, keen and clear. 
Startled and shook me, with the sndden thrill 
Of some well-known but half-fwgotten voice. 
A slender stream became a naked sprite. 
Flashed around cnrioas bends, and winked at me 
Seyoni the tnms, alert and mischieroos. 
A saffron moon, dangling among the trees, 
S ee m ed like a to; balloon canght in the bongbs, 
Flong there fn sport by some too-mirthf nl breese. . 
And as it hung there, vMd and unreal. 
The whole world's lethargy was bmsbed sway ; 
The night kept tugging at my torpid mood 
And tore It into shreds. A warm air blew 
My wintry slothfnlness beytmd the stars; 
And over all indifference there streamed 
A myriad urges in one rushing ware. . . 
Touched with the lavish miracles of earth, 
I felt the brave persistence of the grass; 
The far desire of rimleta; the keen, 
Unconqnerable fervor of the thrush; 
The endless labors of the patient worm; 
The lichen's strength; the prowess of the ant; 
The constancy of flowers; the blind belief 
Of Ivy climbing slowly toward the sun; 
The eternal struf^Ies and eternal deaths — 
And yet Uie groping faith of every root ! 
Out of old graves arose the cry of life; 
Out of the dying came the deathless call. 
And, Hii<lllng with a new sweet restlessness, 
The thing that was my boyhood woke in me — 

48 



byGoogle 



Dew, fooliah fragmenta made me strong again; 
Valiant adventarea, dreams of those to come, 
And all the ragne, heroic hopes of youth. 
With fresh abandon, like a fearless lan^, 
Z^eaped up to face the hearen's nnconcem .... 

And then — veil upon veil was torn aside — 

Stars, like a host of merry girls and boys, 

Danced gaily, roond me, plndtlng at my hand; 

The night, scorning its ancient mystery. 

Leaned down and pressed new coorage in my heart; 

The hermit'throsb, throbbing with more Song, 

Sang with a happy challenge to the skies; 

Love, and the faces of a world of children, 

Swept like a conqaering army throogfa my Uood — 

And Beanty, rising oat of all its forms, 

Bean^, the passion of the muTUSe, 

Flamed with its joy, a thing too great for tears. 

And, like a wine, ponred itself out for me 

To drink of, to be warmed with, and to go 

Befreahed and strengthened to the ceaseless fi^t; 

To meet with confidence the cynic years; 

Battling in wars that never can be won. 

Seeking the lost cause and the brave defeat. 

Centurg Louu VtUermejfer 

PATTERNS 
Wonld yon lay a pattern on life and say, thus shall ye 

live? 
I tell yon that is a denial of life; 
I say that thus we ponr onr spirits in a mold, and they 

cake and die. 

I want to go to the man who quickens me ; 
I want the gift of life, the flame of his spirit eating 
along the tinder of my heart; 
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I want to feel the flood-gatet within flung open and 

tbe tides ponring throngh me; 
I want to take what I am and bring it to fruit. 

Quicken me, and I will grow; 

Touch me with flame, and the blofsoms will open and 

the fruit appear. 
Call forth in me a creator, and tbe god will answer. 
And then, if I commit what yon call a sin, 
Better so. 
It will not be a sin. It will be a mere breaking of 

yonr patterns; 
For the only sin is death, and the only virtue to be 

altogether alive and jour own authentic self. 
Century Jamet Oppenhetm 



NEW YOEK 

Sea-rimmed and teeming with millions poured out on 
thy granite shore 

Snrge upon snrge, many-nationed, O City far-famed 
for the roar 

Of thy cavemons iron streets and thy towers half hung 
in the sun, 

Bising in layer on layer, twelve cities piled upon one. 

All feeding and sleeping and breeding, enormons, half 
palace, half den. 

With ever a tide washing through thee whose clamor- 
ing waters are men, 

where is the hand of Uiy builder? What god, canst 

thou tell, 
Hath his hand on the day of thy face? Or what 
demon from Hell? 

1 have viewed with the eye of the stranger and the 

pride of the New World man 
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The monntainous leap of thy glory, the milet of tliy 

endleM' span, 
And my heart has gone up with thy towera and my lore 

has fallen as dew 
On :thy Dight-blooming lamps in rows on thy bettatifnl 

ATenne. 
I have stood with a seaman's glass on the roofs of thy 

high hotels; 
I have rolled throng the sheer ravines where the cliff 

dweller dwells; 
I have peered, from the place of the Tomb far np 

where the hills break free 
And the length of the lordly River conies down as m 

bride to the sea; 
I have fled with a roar through the rock where the 

myriad lights flash fay; 
I have heard the song of the soaring steel come down 

from the sky; 
I have watched as a lover thy waters all mottled with 

dond and with sod 
Where the ocean comes in to caress thee, O Beautiful 

One; 
And the days and the years of my life are a gift onto 

thee. 
And I dwell in thy marveloos gates, O Goddess cost 

np by the sea ! 

I have surged with the morning throng down the gnlf 

of the Great White Way 
That gashes thy granite length from the towen of 

sleep to the Bay 
When the West rolls in with a msh and the N'orA 

comes down with a roar 
And the tramp of the Island men is loud on thy Island 

shore. 
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Shoulder to ahoolder they come fioni the \oiia of a 

hnodicd lands,. 
The men with the New World brains and the men with 

the Old World bands, 
And the Tision is bright on the sky of Hx City to be 
And the joy of the morning is there and the thrill of 

tile sea. 
As a Borf is the lonnd of thy labor^ O City; as vine 
la the bom of thy human streets filled with faces 

divine 
When from boilding on populous building thy power 

unfurled 
Leaps down to the sea and off through the air to the 

ends of the world. 
I hare loafed raond the banging wharves where the 

fordgn freighters lie; 
I have watched the bridge-wearing shuttles pass over 

the sky; 
I have felt the quick leap of thy drills where tbe boUd- 

ers of Bome 
Swing the rock from the hole in tbe ground for the 

walls of thy hmne; 
I have heard far down through the canyons the clamor 

itn^ yell 
When the brokers are out with their signs and the 

Curb is a bell; 
I hare sounded thy ehattering markets ; I have watched 

' tfie noon honr 
Come over thy failing miles with a alack of thy terri- 
ble power 
When story on story lets out tm the pavement below 
And thy streets are a-awarm with the Jew and the 

paiks overflow. 
Far-famed is t^e rusUlng hour when the shoppers 

flow in. 
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For miles thy walks are abloom and the monstrons 

fairs begioi 
And the aisles of tbe merdunts are crowded, and 

darked-faced boys. 
Are out on the comers witli flvwers, and fakirs are 

there with their toys. 
I have paused with the passing throng where the hoy- 
den sea wind whirls 
And whisks roond tfie tall gray towers the skirls of 

the Uniting girls; 
I have watched roond the wonder of windows the 

beanty and grace; 
I hare breasted the streaming throngs and have come 

to the qniet place 
Of the Fountain, and weary with tramping have 

louiged on the benches tiiere 
With the homeless man of the streets, the man wiHl 

the nnkempt hair; 
Have given him soul for soal as we watdied far np in 

the skies 
The JDst-4ecn worker wave and the slab of marble 

rise 
To its place on the fortieth story. Still Ut by the 

Is the face of the golden do^ when the ttril of the 
day is done. 

Then the long gray miles are a-mnrmnr and tbe boild- 
ers come down from the sky. 

And Speed throws her myriad sbottles and die ambu- 
lance hurries by. 

And the foam of the evening papers is white cm the 
living sea. 

And the deep defiles are black with men as far as the 
eye can see, 

And loaded trains rush north and west from thy 
mi^ty central heart. 
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And the riven foam and the bridges sag till their 

strong steel cables start. 
And the Rock drinks in its thousands from the moring 

flood in the street 
As the strong male tide goes ont with the roar of ft 

million feet. 
I know when the night comes down that a beantifal 

Siren awakes. 
I h»e seen the flash of her eya and the light that her 

shadow makes 
On the rain-wet Arenne when the flutes of pleasure 

are heard 
And she dances her waj to the wine cnp and sings like 

Hand in hand go tile sons of Youth and the daughters 
of Beauty divine, 

And the children of Hunger are there who have trod- 
den the grapes of their wine. 

And the thousands pour and pour through the hage 
iUnmined Fair, 

And the booths of a hundred lands are bright and the 
Wonder-worker is there. 

The red star is out on the roof and the horses are off 
on the wall. 

And the girl and the dog are blown along and the 
flashing water fall, 

And the flush of thy far-flung revel goes np to tile rib- 
bons of sky, 

And forgotten Orion sinks down and the Pleiades 
die. 

I have trailed down the pleasant river; I have tramped 
where the Iron " L's " ' 

Go thundering down through the haunts of care; I 
have slummed through the hidden hells ; 

I have jostled the mingling Bowery where the stream 
of tile races rolls; 
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I know the town where the Tellow mail goei b^ on his 

velvet tolea; 
I httve threaded the >tiU> daA csnyona where the cloi- 

tered towers rise; 
Not a foot is hesrd of the thonsftnds; they ore ghosts 

OD the midnight skies; 
I hare seen o'er the glanxmr of wsten Hiy piles upon 

shadowy piles 
Standing ont on the canvas of ni^t and twinkling for 

miles upon miles. 
As a grail is the ^eam of thy towers and the (^w of 

the Great White Way, 
And a tbousand ships have sailed and sailed to ttie 

Inre of the lights on ttie Bay, 
And the spell of thy song, O Enchantress, is sweet on 

the southern air, 
And the shepherd far ont on the plains feels the sting 

of thy hair. 
Thou art young with the yonth of them, strong with 

the strength of them, filled with the beauty of 

girls; 
Thy throat where the River gleams is beaded with 

Ifunps as with pearls; 
And the languor of night is around thee and the waters 

rise and fall. 
And over invisible bridges slow fireworms crawl. 
And the Ferries that glide o'er the bay, o'er the rivers 

that lave 
The feet of thy emerald towers, are lighted swans on 

the wave, 
As Merlin had walked o'er thy waters, or Piospero's 

eye 
Were watching alternate old cities line out on the sky. 
One moment Jemsalem gleams and thy towers are 

holy and white, 
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And lo, at the turn of a glau, old Babylon etched on 

the night 
With hi{^ rammer gardens abloom and the irealth of 

the world in her hair; 
Then CamiTsl latt^ in thy streets and Cairo it there 
Barbaric all over vitb brooches and {onntains of fire 
Till the new day quenches the lamps and flares orer 

Tyre. 
The Smart Set Edteim Davtfi SchoonmaJcer 



WE DEAD 

When ttant the brooding home, 

The silent, immemorial loTC-honae, 

The belorM body of the mother in her traraO, 

Naked, the little one comes and wails at the world's 

bleak weather, 
We say that on earth and to as a child has been bom. 
But now we move with onbalting pace toward the 

dark evening. 
And toward the cold, lengthening shadow. 
And quick we avert onr fearful eyes from the strange 

event. 
The burial and the bourne. 
That leaving home, the end — death. 

Are these, then, birth and death p 

Does the cut of a cord bring life, and dust to dust 

expunge itt 
If so, what are we, then, we dead? 

For, in the cities, 

And dark on the lonely farms, and waifs on the 
ocean. 
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As a harrj^ng of wind, as an eddTiiig of dnat. 

We dead, in our soft, ahining bodies that are canbed 

and an kisKd, 
An ^uMts fleeing from the inescapable bell of oot- 

•elres. 

We are even as beetles skating orer the waters of 

onr own darioiess; 
Even as beetles, darting and restless, 
Bnt the depths dark and void — 

We have fonnd no peace, no peace, thoii^ our en- 
gines are crafty. 

What avail wings to the flier in the sUes 

While his dead soolj like an sochor, drags on the 
earth? 

And what avails lightning darting a man's vmce. Unk- 
ing the cities. 

While in the booth he is the same varnished clod. 

And his soul flies not after? 

And what avails it that the body of man has waxed 
mammoth. 

Limbed with the lightning and the stream, 
' While his spirit remains a torment and a trifle. 

And, gaining the world, profits nothing? 

Self-mnrdered, self -slain, the dead cumber the earth; 

And how did the; die? 

A hoy was bom in the pouring radiance of creative 

And witii pnlses of music he was bom. 

Of himself he might have been shaping a song* 

wingU poet; 
But he waS' afraid. 
He feared the gaunt garret of starvation and tfie 

lonel; years in his soul's desert, 

a« 
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And he feared to be a jest and a fool before bia 

friends. 
Nov he cleriu, the ilarej 
And the magic is alimed with disastrotu t^iatea of 

the night 

A girl was bathed wiUi the lisiome beaa^ of the 

seeker of lore. 
The call of the animals one to another in the spring, 
The desire of the capUTC woman in her heart, as she 

ran and leaped on the bills; 
Bnt the imprisoned beasfs cry terrified ber as she 

looked out orer the love-qniet of the modem 

world. 
Yet she desired to take this man-lure and rdeaae it 

into lorelineas, 
Become a dancer, fatUfag with witchcraft of her young 

body the fevered wwld. 
But, no, her mother spied here a wickedness, 
Shamefolly she submitted, making a smpldering tn- 

ferna of tbe bidden nymph in her soul, 
And so die^ 

A woman was made' body and heart for tiie beantifal 
lore-life; 

Bat of the uother-mlrade. 

How the cry of a.tronblcd child whitens the red pas-' 
sions. 

She did not know. 

Fear of poverty cormpted her: she chose a fool that 
her heart hated, 

And now tbrou^ him no release for her native pas- 
sions, 

Bnt only a spending of ber loathsome fury on adorn- 
ment and Inxory. 

Ah, dead gtorjl and the heart sick with betrayal! 

S8 
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There ia no grace for the dead mto to be bom again: 
Engines ihall not drag na from the grave, 
Nor wine nor meat revive ua. 

For oar thirtt ia a thint no liqnor can reach nor 

slake, 
And our hnnger a hunger bj no bread fiUed. 
The waters we crave bobble op from die springs of 

life. 
And the bread we wonld break comes down from 

invisible hands. 

We dead, awake ! 

Kiaa the beloved past good-by. 

Go leave the love-hoose of the betrayM aelf. 

And throiif^ the daric of birth go and enter the aonl 

the aool's Ueak weather. 
And I — I will not stay dead, tlioii^ the dead ding 

to me; 
I wUl pnt away the kisses and the soft embraces and 

the walls that encompass me. 
And out of this wwnb I will surely move to the ww)d 

of my spirit. 
I will lose my life to find it, as of old; 
Yea, I will tnm from the life-lie I lived to the truth 

I was WTon^t for. 
And I will take the creator within, sower of the seed 

of the race. 
And make him a god, a shaper of civiliiatton. 

Mow on my soul's imperious surge. 

Taking the risk, as of death, and In deepening twi- 
light, 

I ride on the daricening flood and go oot on the waten 

Till over the tide comes mnsic, till over the tide the 
breath 

S4 
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Of the ung of 1117 fu-off soul is wafted and blown, 
Mnnnnrinir ^n ^m mr^ ?Ti#ti fr* , 

Storm and darknea* ! I am drowned in the torrent ! 
I am moring forUi irrevocably from the flheltering 

worobt 
I am naked and little! 
Oh, cold of the world, and light blinding, and ipace 

terrifying 
Now my cry goes np and the wailing of my helplcM 

■onl: 
Mother I my mother ! 

Lo, then, the mother eternal! 

In my opening tool the footfall of her fleeting tread. 

And the aong of her voice piercing and iweet with 

love of me. 
And the enwinding of her arms and adoring of her 

breath, 
And the milk of her plenty! 
Oh, Life, of which I am part — Life, from the depths 

of the heavens, 
That ascended like a water-spring into David of 

Asia on the eastern hills in the ni^t. 
That came like a noose of golden shadow on Joan in 

the orchard, 
That gathers all life — the binding of brothers into 

sheaves. 
That of old, kneelers in the dust 
Named, glorying, Allah, Jehovah, God. 
Century Jame$ Opp^nkeim 
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GOD AND THE FARMER 

Ood Mt down with the fanner 

When the noontide heat grew harsh. 
Hie One had bnilded a world that da;. 

And the other bad drained a marsh. 
Thej sat in the cooling shadow 

At the porch of the templed wood; 
And each looked forth on his handiwork, 

And saw that the work was good. 

Oi God's ri^t band two chembs 

Bent wattiz^ winged with fire; 
On the farmer's left bis oxen bowed 

Deep hoaoms maAed with mire. 
Still dnng aronnd the plowshare 

The dark, mTStaioos mold. 
Where the fnrrow it tamed had beared the i 
. O'er the chill and Ghnrlish old. 

Jehorab's face was seen not 

By ox or graaing kine; 
Bnt the" farmer's eyes, were they dased with i 

Or saw be that look divine? 
Was it the wind in passing 

That stnA»d that farmer's hair? 
Or had God's own bond of wind and flame 

Ijald benediction there? 

Through mnffling miles he fancied 

Far calls of greeting blew, 
Where on sonnding plains the lords of war 

Hurled down to rear anew. 
Glad hail from nation-builders 

Crossed faint those dreamland bounds, 
Ukt a brother's cry from a distant bill. 

And Ood spake as the pfne-tree sotmds. 

M 



.,C(iog[e 



" There are scTen downy meadows 

That never before were itiDwn; 
There were seven fields of bmsh aqd rock 

Where noff is nor bosh nor Stone. 
There are seven heifers graaing 

Where but one coold grase before,. 
' O lords of marts — 'and of broken hearts — 

What have yon given me moreP " 

God rose up from the farmer 

When the cool of the evening neared; 
And the One went forth through the worlds He built, 

And the one throngh the fields he cleared. 
The stars oatlasting labor 

Leaned down o'er the flowering soil; 
And all ni^ long o'er His child Uiere leaned 

A Toiler more old than toil. 

Tale Review Fredtrick Enutut Pierce 



SONG 

O shadows past the candle-gleam, so brief to panse 
in flight. 
Are shadows that can come no more 
Still moving nnaeen on the door 
Of Yesternight? 

O roses on the cnunbling wall, so soon to droop 
and die, 
Are any roses that are dead 
Still fragrant where their petals bled 
In Jones gone by? 

O heart of mine, there is a face nor grief nor prayer 
can bring . 
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Think yoa in some far Shadow-land 
On« keeps my rosea in bis hand, 
Bemembering? 
BotUm Tramcript Ruth Omthrie Hardimg 

SURETY 

We hare ead other's deathless lore, 

A lore that flies oa wings of li|^t 
From star to star and sings above 

The night: 
We bid each other's eyes rereal 

The face whose images we are; 
We find each other's hand npoa the wheel 

Piloting everj atar. 

Shall we then watch with a less Icmely breath 
Gradual, sudden, everlasting death P 

Oh, lest a separating wind assail 

The jocund stars and all their ways be deardi. 
And love, undime of Its immense avaU, 

Go homeless even on earth, 
X,et ua be ccoistant, thong^ we travd far. 

With every mortal token of onr trust. 
And not forget, piloting any star. 

How dear a thing is dust ! 
Tale Review Witter Bgn»er 

REMEMBRANCE: GREEK FOLK-SONG 

Not unto the foreit — not mnto the forett, O my 

loverl 
Why do yom lead nu to the foreett 
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Joy ii where the temple* kre, lines of doncen swin^ 
ing far, 
Dmnu and lyres and riols in the town 
(It ia dark m the forett) 
And the flapping leaves will blind me and the cling- 
ing vines will bind me 
And the thorny rose-bonghs tear my saffron 
gown — 
A*d I fear the forett. 

Not unto the forett — not mnto the forett, my 

lover! 
There war one once vho led me to the forett: 
Hand in hand we wandered mntC) where was neither 
lyre nor Ante, 
Little stars were bri|^t against the dnak 
(There wot wind m the forett) 
And the thidcet of wild rose breathed across oar lips 
locked close 
Disiy perfmnings of spikenard and musk . . . 
/ am tired of the forett. 

Not mnto the forett — not unto the forett, my 

lover! 
Take me from the tSence of the forett! 
I will love you by tbe light and the beat of drums 
at night 
And echoing of laughter in my ears, 
But here in the forett 
I am still, remembering a forgotten, useless thing, 
And my eyelids are locked down for fear of 
tears — 
There it memory in the forett. 
The CrafUman Margaret Widdemer 
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THE TWO FLAUES 

Behind my'muk of life there lies a shrine 
Wherein two flames are buming. Day and ni^t 
I tend these leaping treasorea that are mine. 
These lambent loves, the red one and the white, 
- While, priestess-like, I hang at either ^ow. 
For each is perfect. And to each I bring 
The oU of pore emotion, hottest ao. 
And dr^w new strength from my own offering. 

The first of these my loves bnnu as a star 

That lifts its keen, white glory into apace 

With virgin fervor, lavishing afar 

Its vivid pnrify: and in the face 

Of changeful worlds it glows unaltered still. 

So bnms my flame of friendship. In its sight 

All things are silvered with a new delight 

And beauty's self strikes deeper, till the tfarill 

Of mere existence vibrates like a string. 

Then life Is grown so taut that it must sing. 

And all the little hills must clap their hands. 

The soul is free as never bird on wing 

To bathe in friendship like a sea of light: 

And ever as it mounts the sea expands 

In new infinities, and each new height 

Grows keener than the last, until the mind 

For very diaainess sweeps downward then 

To Ampler things, the cadence of a voice, 

Or sweet, low laughter, idle as the wind. 

Or fleeting touch of hands that quick rejoice 

'Sut ask no more and do not touch again. 

With this white flame there comes a strange new peace, 

A deep tranqoillity unknown beside. 

Where all my life's cross-currents shift and cease 
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Like mnwayi in the uaA before the tide. 

And all that I hare longed to be, the brare 

High dreams of yonih that languished nigh forgot 

Seem half accomplished. Eos; now to slave 

At tasks colossal, so n^ friend foil not 

And I am filled with gentle wonderment 

That life con be so good and breath so sweet: 

While all my world grows snddenlj complete. 

That I mpst lore it with a new content 

So speech growa overfnll, and we ore fain 

To drink of eUence like a golden cup 

With wine of sweet companionship filled np 

That has no end, nor any thirst can drain. 

And so at last no wish is left to me 

Save thus to dream into eternity. 

This is my first white love. 

The second flame 
Bums red and fierce as noon-time cm the earth, 
A wild, full-blooded lore that sprang to birth 
Naked and onafraid, yet scorning shame 
And clean as winds that sweep the desert's breast 
. My flame of passion this, bom of the sun 
And warm red earth, so con-long ago, 
In languid, throbbing noons, when dust was pressed 
To amorous dust, and longing made it one. 
This is a good lore too, and must be so, 
TboD^ bloodless fathers crushed it and denied. 
And on a cross of rirtne crucified 
This firm sweet flesh that colors with our sooL 
Aye! it Is good, and beautiful, and clean, 
To feel within my veins the surge and flow 
Of jroung desire waking, tliat the whole 
Warm sniverse has f^: to call, and preen. 
And dance before my mate that he may know 
An answering surge, and leap, and make me bis 

61 
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And glad with ererj fecund thing tlut it. 

Ood! It ii good to feel the primal cry. 

The deep, mad longing for another life^— 

M; life and hli, that shall be bora of me,— 

A little child of flame, that iriien we die 

We may cheat time, nor perish in the rtrife: 

Bnt in tiiis hour of vital ecstasy 

When life is molten, we may stamp thereon 

Oar own glad image, and conceive, and live. 

And sweet it is, and langoid, when the tide 

Has ebbed, for lack of more than I can give. 

To take bis hand who breathes so close beside 

And lay it on my breast, and hmnble me 

To say : " Thon art my lord. Thy will my own." 

So at the last this wish is mine, to be 

Struck at the high-tide into nothingness. 

To die, ere he can learn to love me less. 

So these my loves are perfect, each altme 
Snffident in itself and all complete, 
Yet mie of two, like rival beacons shown, 
That call and call uk, but that never meet 
For yet they have not met, nor ever burned 
The white flame in the red, the red in white 
Till both were wed together there, and turned 
To some half-dreamed intensity of light. 

For I have dreamed, — yes, in my priotesa sonl 
The longing grows for one great altar fire 
That shall leap up to heaven, a winged desire, 
Not two bnt me, a perfect, living wfa<de. 
Is this a dream? Are all great lovers dreams? 
Con red and white be fused, or two be (me? 
Ysenlt and Eloise, are they bnt themes 
Wheretm men hang the yearnings tbey have spun? 
And must I cherish so tiU the end's end 
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My aweet loru nindeied, lorer Woe, <at friend? 
Nay, I know not! I guard by day and nigfat 
My leaping flanm, the jred one and the white. 
The Forum EUnte BriUm 

THE LOOK 

Strephon kisaed me in the spring, 

Bobin in the fall. 
But Colin only loiAed at me 

And never kisBcd at all. 

Strepbon'a Iuh was lost in jest, 

Robin's lost in play. 
Bat the kiss in Colin's eyes 

Haunts me night and day. 
Harper't Magatine Sara TeatdaU 

THE FLIRT 

Beaotif al boy, lend me your youth to play with ; 

My heart ia old. 
Lend me your fire to make my twilight gay with, 

To warm my cold; 
Prove that the power my look has not forsaken. 

That at my will 
My touch con quicken pulses and awaken 

Man's passion stilL 
The moment that I ask do not begrudge me. 

I shall not stay. 
I shall have gone, ere you hare time to judge me 

My empty way. 
I am not worth remembrance, little brother, 

Even to damn. 

as 
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One kin — O God! if I wen oalj other 

Than what I ami 
Centurg Amelia Joteplune Burr 

YOUNG EDEN 

Flnshed from & f&irj flagon 

My country lore and I, 
Sat by a Inuh forgetting. 
Old conscience and hia f retting> 
Jnat dreaming there and letting 
Trouble trundle by — 
Like a dragon 
Dead on a wagon 
Drawn against the sky. 

F<U de rolde raly — 
Trouble in the thy! 

She knew it was only a cloud I saw 
When I pcrinted out a dangling claw^ 

But she let me say my say; 
For the day, red-ripe, was a pretty day 
And she thought my way was a city way. 
And O I liked her thinking — while each unUadered 
carl 
Glinted fn tbe sunli^t, bioted of Its yellow — 
That I who spoke to such a girl 
Was siMuethlng of a fellow. 
Ftd de rol de raly Ot 
Wat the reaHy thinfting lot 

There's the tree, I gaily told her, 
Apples, apples, at oar feet! 

Come, before we're one day older, 

We shall gather, we shall eat! 
Now's the time for apple hunger! 
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Not if we were one day yonnger, 
Yonnger, older, abyer, bolder, 
Would an apple taste so sweet! 

Fcl de rid de rtdy 0! 

AppUa at our feet! 

Bewildered, she was with me on the nn 
Toward the tree that held its treasure to tlie ann; 
This, of all the trees of treasure, was the one 
Condemning leisure 
And inviting lovely pleasure — 
She waa with me, she was by me oo the ran. 
With a cheek that turned its treasure to the sun. 

Fol de rol de ratg 0! 

Ralg 0, wt gaily go, 

Fol^ 

Why should she stop and never spealc? 
Why should the color in her cheek 
Change, not glowing gay. and meek? 
Deeper, redder than I knew 
She was mistress of, a hue, 
Thongh demurely, 
Richly, surely 
Rising in her cheek t 

Fol de rol de raly 0! 
The change m her cheek! 

There was before us on the ground. 
Eyes upon us, not a sound. 
Sat a neighbor's truant child of seven years; 

Her lap was full of sunny gold, . 
But her eyes in the sun, her eyes were old. 
Were sober, seeming laden 

— And snch a little maiden — 
Unawares bnt laden 
With some dead woman's tears. 
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Fot de rol ie raljf 0! 
A chUd of teven yeart! 

Some womaii who had watched and wept 
But had not any speech 
Watched and wept now within that little breaat, 
Caoght and carused 
Those little handa and would have kept 

Beyond their reach 
The angnish in that orchard. 
The apple-bough nnbleiaed, 
The brig^eBB that had tortured 
The heart within the breaat. . . . 
And we beheld, and see it even now, 
A bent and withered apple-boogh. 

Of beaiily disposaesaed, 

Which bore its poison long ago. 

Oh, wh^ we pluck It still we may not know, 

But onl; that it leaves no rest 

To the heart within the breast 

Fol de ml de raly 0! 

T}ui heart wttAtn the breatt! 

Abashed and parting on our ways, 
We saw that woman's poor dead hand, 
Ghostly making, its demand. 
Fall pitiful and sad, . . . 
We saw the child, forgetful of our gaze. 
Laughing like any child that plays. 

And laughs in any land. 
Lean and touch a toy she had 

Half hidden in her hand, 
Wc saw her pat and poise and raise — ■ 
An apple in her hand! 
Fol de rol de raly 0! 
The apple in her hand! 
Tale Review Witter Banner 
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ABLUTION 

Tbna drowsy Atthis, lauffidng a.% my door: 
" Sappho, I TOW that I will kiss no more 
Thy lips, uid every lovelinesa, if tboa 
Shonldst still refuse to bsire thy beauty now ! 

" O fran thy bed unloosen every charm 
Of (dl thy strength beloved in limb and arm; 
And doff thy robe and bathe tliee as the white 
Lily that leavei the river for the light; 

" And Cleis on thee, at thy Rowing call, 
A shimmering robe of saffron shall let fall ; 
And we, thy girl friends, in a vestal throng. 
Shall wreathe thy hair while thirsting for thy sMig." 
Smart Set John Myen O'Harm 

PILORIMAGE 

I will tread on the golden grass of my bright field, 
When the passion-star has paled, when tiie night 
has fled; 

I will tread cm the golden grass of my bright field. 
In the glow of the early day when the east is red. 

In my bright field a broken beech-tree leans; 

And a giant boulder stands b^ a black-bnmed 
wood; 
And a rongh-boilt, falling wall and a rotting door 
Sear, like a scar, the spot where a boose once 
stood. 
My eyes are mate on the white edge of die dawn. 

My feet fall swift and bare npon the way . . . 
The long soft hills grow black against the sl^. 

The great wood mores, nnftdds; the high trees 
■way. 



byGoogle 



The vorn toid stretcbes thio, and the low hedge 
■tira. 
And ■ stnMig old bridge looma frail o'er a ghoitlj 
ftream; 
And a white flower buns sad brcAtfaea, and tanu 
•gain . . . 
Does it live, as I Urtl Does it wake, as I waked* 
from a dream? 

(How merciless is the dawn! how poignant the hush 
in m; soul ! 
How changeless the changing tkj I how f earf nl that 
wild bird's call! 

1 hear the quick tuA of his wing, the push of his 

breast — 'he is gone! 
How swift is an «on of time ! how endless, begin- 
nin^esB, all!) 

2 tread on the golden grass of my brij^t field; 
The son's on a hundred hills; the night has fled; 

2 tread on tbe golden grass of my bright field 
In the glow of the early day; and the east is red. 
The Fonm Lamra Campbell 



BAIXAD OF TWO SEAS 

" Wherefore, tiiy woe these many years, 

O bermit by the sea? 
What is the grief the winds awake. 

And the waters cry to thee? " 



" It was in piracy we sailed, 
Great galleons to strip. 

On a far day, on a far sea. 
We took her father's ship. 
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" Bed-tided mked tiw Bey del Su 

Wbenas tta dedc we won. 
I ilew before her eyes divine 

Her father and hia Km. 

" There was no tin I bad not sinned, 

On deep tea and aihore ; 
But when 2 locdced in those great eyes 

Villain was I no more. 

" I, captain, elalmed her as my prise, 

Thoti^ maids in common were. 
Ahme 'mid tliat fell companj 

I cast my lot with her. 

" They pat ns in an open boat 

Witii fonr days' food and drink; 
Then slipped thoae traitor topsails down 

Beyond the ocean's brink. 

" Night came, and mom, bnt rose no sail 

On that horison Tcrge; 
I took the oars and set oar prow 

Against the lessening sarge. 

" It was scant prorender we bad. 

Though she was onaware; 
Bi^t soon I feared, and by deceit 

I gave her all my share. 

" She would not speak; she scarce woold look; 

Her pain was past my core. 
Bed-scnppered in oar hells of dream 

Wallowed the Bey del Sar. 

" On a far day, on a far sea. 

Oar shallop soathward crept; 
With weary aims and splitten lips 

I labored — and she wept. 
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" Dftwn i^MB dAwn, daik npao dulc, 

Nor ever land nor wind! 
Tbe nights were chill, the ibin were keen, 

The nm swung hot and blind. 

" Onr drink and food were long linee gone. , , 

We kid ua down to die. . . . 
Then came a booming of the surf, 

And palm treea met mine eje. 

" I steered u* thnni^ the broken reef; 

Fainting, I wtm to shore; 
I gaxed upon her changM f ace> 

Bat she mi mine no auat, 

" Below die pabna I buried her 

Whose bole star I had been. 
And since, by this bleak coast of snows, 
2 sorrow for my sin. 

" There was no other of onr kind 

THiat had her heavenly face. 
On a far Day, by a far Sea, 

J trust to know her grace." 
Smart Set George Stefimg 



EROS TURANNOS 

- She fears him, and will always ask 
What fated her to choose him; 
She meets in his engaging mask 

All reasons to refuse him; 
Bat what she meets and what she fears 
Are less than are the downward years. 
Drawn slowly to the foamless wdn 
Of age, were she to lose him. 

70 
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Between a blaired xigacitr 

That Mice bad point to sound him, 

And LoTe,'tlut will not let him be 
The seeker that she found him, 
. Her pride SMnsges her, almost, 

Afl if it were altne the cost. 

He sees that he will not be lost, 
And waits, and looks around him. 

A sense of ocean and old trees 

Envelops and allnres him; 
Tradition, touching all he sees 
, Beguiles and reaasurea him; 
And all her doubts of what be aajB 
Are dimmed with what she Icnowe of days, 
Till even prejudice delays. 

And fades — and she secures him. 

The falling leaf inaugurates 

The reign of her confusion ; 
The pounding wave rererberatea 

The crash of her illusion; 
And home, where passion lived and died 
Becomes a place where she can hide, — 
While all the town and harbor side 

Vibrate with her seclusion. 

We tell you, tapping on onr brows. 

The story as it should be, — 
As if the story of a hoose 

Were told, or ever could be; 
We'll have no kindly veil between 
Her visions and those wc have seen, — 
As if we guessed what hers have been 

Or what they are, or would be. 

Meanwhile, we do no harm; for they 
That with a god have striven, 
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Not bearing moch of what we uy. 

Take what the god has given; 
Tbon^ like wavea breaking it maj be, 
Or like • dianged familiar tree, 
Or like a stairwaj to the sea. 
Where down the blind ore driven. 
Poetry: A Magtuine of Verte 

Edwin AAingto» JBo6«uMi 



THE SHROUD 

Death, I lay, ID7 heart Is bowed 

Unto thine, — O mother! 
This red gown will make a ahrond 

Good u any other ! 

(I, that woold not wait to wear 

My own bridal things. 
In a dress dark as my hair 

Made my answerlngs. 

I, to-night, that till he came 

Could not, conid not wait. 
In • gown as bright as flame 

Hdd tar them the gate.) 

Death, I say, my heart is bowed 

Unto thine, — O mother! 
lUs red gown will make a shrood 

Good as any other! 
The Forum Edna St Vincent MlUag 
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THE MOTHKR 

Never again to fed that little kisB — 
That hongrr kiss — that heavy little head, 
Precsiag and git^lng, eager to be fed. 

M7 breaot is baming irith the weight of thia — 
My arms are empty and my heart ia dead. 

Throngh the long ni|^ta never to hear the cry^ 
The little cry that called me ttam my aleep ; 
Always from now a vigil black to keep; 

Alwa)rs awake and listening to lie, 
While over my seared heart the ashes heap. \ 

Ah, God ! — there is no God. There is no rest, 
No rest No pity. No idease from pain. 
How conld God give those little hands again? 

How could God owl the throbbing of my breast? 
Oh — litUe hands . . . that in the dost have lain 
The Mattel Lgdia Gibtm 



A HANDFUL OF DUST 

I stooped to the sUent earth and lifted a handfnl of 
her dnst. 

Was it a handfnl of hnmsnity I held? 

Was it the crnmbled and blown bean^ of a woman or 
a babe? 

For over the hills of earth blows the dost of the with- 
ered gcneraticms; 

And not a water-drop in the sea bnt was tmce a Uood- 
drop or a tear. 

And not an atom of sap in leaf or bud bat was once 
the love'Sap in a boniAn being; 

And not a lamp of soil bnt was once the rosy carve 
of lip or breast or cbntk. 

78 
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Huidfol of diut, yon stagger me; 

I did not dream the irorld wm io fall of the dead. 

And the air I breathe so rich with the bewildering 

past 
KIbs of what girls is on the wind? 
Whisper of what Lips is in the cnp of my hand? 
Cry of what deaths is in the break of the wave tossed 

by Ae seaP 
I am enf tdded in an air of mshlng wings ; 
I am engulfed in elonds of love-live* gone. 
Who leans yonder? Hden of Greece? 
Who walks with me? IsoIdeP 
The trees are shaking down die Uossoms from Jnliet's 

breast, 
And the bee drinks hmey from the lips of David. 

Come, girl, tny comrade; 

Stand close, son-tanned one, with your bright eyes 

lifted. 
Bdiold this dost! 

This is yon: this of the earth under onr feet is yoo. 
Raised by what miradeP Shaped by what magic? 
Breathed into by what god? 

And a hundred years hence oae like myself may come. 
And stoop, and take a handful of the yielding earth. 
And never dream that in his palm 
Lies she that laughed and ran and lived beside this 

sea 
On an afternoon a hnndred years before. 

Listen to the dust in this hand. 
Who Is trying to speak to us? 

Centmrg Jamei Oppenheim 
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A LYNMOinU WIDOW 

He wu straight and itrong, and his eyes vere bine 
As the snnuner OMetiiig of akj and sea, ) 
And the rnddy cliffs have a colder hoe 
Than flashed his chcdc when he married me. 

We pasted the porch where the swallows breed, 
We left the little brown chnich behind, 
And I leaned on his arm though I had no need. 
Only to feel him so strong and kind. 

One thing I never can quite forget — 
It grips my throat when I try to pray — 
The keen salt smell of a drying net 
That hnng on the churchyard wall that day. 

He would have taken a long, long grave — 
A long, long grave, for he stood so tall. . . . 
Oh, God — the crash of the breaking wave, 
And the smell of the nets on the churchyard wall 1 
The BeUman Amelia Jotephim Burr 



THE GIFT OF GOD 

Blessed with a jo; that only she 
Of all alive shall ever know, 
She wears a proud humility 
For what it was that willed it so,^ 
That her degree should be so great 
Among the favored of the Lord 
That she may scarcely bear the wei^t 
Of her bewildering reward. 

As one apart, immune, altme, 
Or featured for the shining ones, 
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And like to none that wbe has known 
Of other nomen't other §muf— 
The finn frnltiim of ber need. 
He ihinea anointed; and he Unra 
Her vision, till it leemt indeed 
A aacrilege to eall him hen. 

She feara a little for lo much 
Of what ii best, and hardly dares 
To think of him as one to touch 
With aches, indignilaes, and cares ; 
She sees him rather at the goal. 
Still shining; and her dieam foretella 
The proper shining of a soul 
Where nothing ordinary dwells. 

Perdiance a canvass of the town 
Would find him for from flogs and shoots, 
And leave him only the renown 
Of many smiles and many donhts ; 
Perdiance the crude and common toogoe 
Woold havoc strangely with his worUi; 
Bat she, with innocence nnstnng. 
Would read his name oronnd the earth. 

And others, knowing how this yonth 
Would shine, if love eonld make him great. 
When caught and tortnred for the truth 
Would (Hily writhe and hesitate; 
While she, arranging for his days 
What centuries could not fulfil, 
Tronsmntes him with her faith and praise, 
And has him shining where she will. 

She crowns him with her gratefulness, 
And says again that life is good; 
And sbouM the gift of God be less 
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In him than in ber motheritood, 
His fame, tbongh vagae, will not be nnall, 
As npwud thTongli her dream lie fares. 
Half donded with a crimson fall 
Of roses thrown «q marble stairs. 
'ibuer't Bdwi» Arlington Rabintoii 



SONNET XXIX 

In the fail picture of mj life's estate 
Which hmg ago my yearning fancy drew 
From hints of poets, prophets, lords of fate. 
What place Is there, belorU me, for yon? 
How in this edifice of the soaring dome, 
Noble, harmonious, lifted towards the stars. 
Shall I carve forth a niche to be the home 
Of yon and of my love that round yon wars? 
Ah, folly his, who boilds him snch a bouse 
Too early, by impatient visions led, 
Ere he can know what blood shall stain his brows, 
And from what troubled streams his heart is fed. 
Now mnst he labor, in late ni^t, alime 
To wredc, — and then rebuild it, atone by stone. 
The Formm Arikur Daviion Fieke 



ROMANCE 

The last farewells were said, friends hurried ashore, — 
The screw threshed foam, and jarred; the pier slid 

by; 

Hands went to ears to still the siren's roar. 
Handkerchiefs waved, and there was call and cry; 
Over it all, austere and pure and hig^. 
Glittering snow and gold, the towers lo«dced down,— 
Serene and cold, regardless of the town.. 
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The wind blew north ; and gravely on it came 
The trolling of the Metropolitan bdl«, 
First tiie four chimei, softly as poffs of flame. 
Then the deep fire . . . SIov, gentle gUaming 

aiveDs 
Came glancitig in the mm, with ocean smells, 
Up from the harbor and the farther sea; 
Over the stem pdsed white gulls, giddily. 

Over the stem they poised and dipped and glanced. 

Now doU in shade, now shining in bri^t son. 

And one yoqth watched them as they whirled and 

danced. 
And noticed how they circled, one by one; . 
To have those wings, that freedom, — God, what 

font — 
And watching thcin he felt yonth in him, strcmg. 
Wings in his blood, and in his heart a song. 

Antonu! Already now the keen wind nipped. 
The skies arched cold bright bine, the leaves were 

taming; 
Whitely over the waves the cold squalls whipped; 
Scarlet and pale, the maple trees were burning, 
Tossing in gnsta, and whirling and returning, 
On Staten Island, wonderfully afire; 
In bacchic aoUg they flamed, with mad desire. 

Antunin t bringing to old adventures death. 
Sadness at all things past, things passing still, 
Touching all earth with strange and mystic breatlt. 
Veiling all earth in fire ere winter kill; 
Even this youth felt now bis deep heart fill 
With a grey tide of mystery and sadness, 
Poignant sorrow for all past hours of glad- 
ness . . . 
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ThoR times — voold otben comt as keen aa thej? 

Wu life to come m living &■ life putP — ; 

All, he vaa yonth, life could not say him najy — 

The blood sang swift in him, donbt could not last; 

I<et all life dead beneath his feet be cast 

And he would trample it, divinely singing: 

Life lay before, more rapturous music bringing! 

More Instt, more shining eyes, mwe diziy lan^ter. 
More, madder music, flute and Tiolin, 
With drums before and roses showered after. 
Always in new bliss drowning bis old sin; 
Sin ? — Was it that i — And straight In merry din 
Of song and shout and langh this thoaght was lost; 
l^lt was DO ain to live, whate'er the cost I . . . \ 

Hi^ overhead tibe Brooklyn bridges passed. 

Span uptm span and nmiorons with cars, 

Their shadows on the deck a moment cast, 

With diaxy thunder from their traffic's wars ; 

Those grey stone piers would soon be crowned with 

stats, — 
Even now thdr brows were soft with waning snn ; 
The homeward march of armies was begun. 

Oood-bye, old bridges! And New Yoric, good-bye I 
Northward the engines took him; now no qjore 
His gaie hung bcie; be watched the western sky 
Biasing with vision-isles and faery shore; 
Northward the vibrant ship beneath him bore; 
The Sound spread out before them, wide and blue. 
Clean came the wind whereon the sea-galls flew . .... 

Soft fields, the flaming trees, a twili^t farm . . . 
New T<^ was gone. He drew deep breaths of air. 
Keen as keen fire it was; then slow and calm. 
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He tozned to iralk . . . when lo, a girl Mine there. 
Deep niiuet in her eyt» and on her hair. 
Her white dren clinging to her kncea, one hand 
Bising to shade her bhie eyes ; ai ahe acanned 

The Bwiftly ^Uding ahoie, tlie paaaing ahipa, 
The beU-tnoyi, bobbing and ttdling in the tide . . . 
A moment, breath hnng lif elen on hia lipa, 
Hit heart frose qoiet; no one was at her aide; 
Faintly, be smiled ; he thoo^t her eyes replied, 
gemote li^ts meeting in them, — quickening; 
He passed, and all his body seemed to sing • • • ,' 

He passed, then tamed; and, aa he tamed, she 

tnmed, — 
Her eyea met his ^es shyly, then again 
She looked away, and all her soft face homed, 
And all her virgin heart waa big with pain. 
From the lalooo below came soft a strain 
Of swae new rag-time, bidding feet to more, 
Imploring hands to cling, yoong hearts to lore . , . 

Sweetly it canie, sedoctiTC, soft bisarre, 

Hnddled and breathless now, now note by note 

Crying its separate pain . . . now near, now far . . . 

Mingled with all the throbbing of the boat. 

How beantifnl ! the first star came, to float 

Impalpable in dnsk, low in the east; 

It seemed to sing^ when the music ceased. 

Herald of love, lo, love itself it seemed. 
Singing into the twtll^^t of her sool . . . 
How beantifnl J . . . across dark waters gleamed 
Bed lights and green, she heard a bell-btioy toll 
Suddenly canght in the after-wash's roll ; 
A smell of aatamn fires came down the wind ; 
( Beaaty so keen it seemed it most have sinned . . . 
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What was thia night, what did it bring to her. 
What flower unfolded in its darkness now? 
Sbe wu this ni^t; she felt her deep sonl stir, 
The slow strange stir of blossoms in the bon^ . . . 
How beantifnl ! She watched the forefoot plough 
Sheer through the foaming black, the white waves 

jrliding 
DiziUj past, now sweUing, now subsiding ■ . . 

O Tonth, O music, O sweet wisardy 

Of young life song like fire thioogb beating veins! 

O covering darkness and persuasive sea ! 

O night of stars, of blisses and of pains ! 

But most, O Youth, that but an hour remains, — 

Be fierce, be sweet with ns before you go; 

For, knovring yon, the best of life we know. 

Enchanted so she watched dark waters slipping 
Swiftly and diaaily past the sheer blade side, 
Watched the fierce wind in sudden flurries whipping 
The torn spray from the waves, against the tide; 
High among stars sbe saw the mast-head glides— 
Steadily now, now swinging slowly, slightly. 
There the high mast-bead lantern burning bristly . . . 

O Youth, O music, O sweet wiaardy, — 
O covering daricness of mysterious night! — 
She turned; aliKig the dark deck, quietly. 
He came again; an open door shed lif^t 
Strongly across him for a space, then fright 
Suddenly set her wild heart beating, heating, — 
Suddenly set her endlessly repeating 

" I mustn't speak t I mustn't speak I " — And then 
He stood beside her, close and warm and strong. 
And she knew sudden the beauty that's in men. 
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And all her blood flew miuical with aong . . . 
" — Beantlfnl isn't it? — Have joa known it - 

long? " — 
Calmly he looked at her, and gently apoke. 
She nodded, lightly; then the warm worda broke 

Easily, qoicUy, femntly from her heart. 
All the restraint of all her yoath iraa gone. 
She felt a thonaand warm new instincts start 
Ont of her sool, Urds taking wings with dawn. 
Singing their hearts oat . . . With a deep breath 
drawn, 
■ " Yes ( I've known it for years, and loved it, loo; 
Beantifnll^This — is this the first for yon?" 

They talked, in low tones ; and the soond of tea, 
Falling'Of foam and swish of dropping spray. 
Encircled than with song, incessantly; — 
They felt alcwie, the world seemed far away. 
They two! they two! so seemed the nig^t to say; 
A darimess and a stealing fragrance came 
Spreading throogh all tiieiz sonls, sUent as flame . , . 

O beanty of being a living thing, she thoo^t^— 
Of drawing breath beneath these stars, this skyi — 
O beantifnl fire that from his eyes she eanght, 
That made her breath rise qnidc, her lips bum dry ] 
What was this thing? Dread came, she scarce knew 

Impolsively she went; yet she had given 

Her WMrd to dine with him, her earth was heaven. 

He watched her go, and sn^ed, — her white dress 

blowing, 
Softly in daric, — so ymmg, so sweet, so brave t 
She was so pnre ! by Ood, there was no knowing,— 
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And he had half a mind, ami, to behare . . . 
No, though: far better take what fortune gave, — 
Dance to the music that was played for him; 
Smiling he mnied of her, bis eyei grew dim,— 

And he could feel her wannneis by his side. 
And all bis body flushed with sweet desire 
To take her shining loveliness for bride. 
To kiss, to fuse with her in single fire . . . 
youth, O young heart musical as a lyre! 
O covering darkness of mysterious night! 
He Icnew tfaeie things; his heart was filled with 
light 

What was one more? Pah, how he scorned this 

qualm! 
Innocent? Such girls seem — but never are. 
No, he was not her first . . . And cold and calm 
He turned and sou^t the bri^tly-li^ted bar . . . 
The music rose, tbroof^ shut doors, faint and far. 
Wailful . . . Down in her stateroom mirror there 
A yoong girl eyed herself, with fri^tened stare. 



She eyed herself with qnidc breath, fri^tened stare. 
The fingers of one hand caught at her throat. 
And half onconscioasly she smoothed her hair . . . 
The music called to her, bisarre, remote . . . 
On a vast hurrying tide she seemed afloat. 
Hurrying through a darkness downward ever, 
Starless, altmg some subterranean river . .- . 

Where was she going? Where was the current tak- 
ing? 
Vaguely she knew that It would lead to p^. 
To a daric endless pain her deep heart breaking, 
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To s grey world forever dolled with rain . . . 
And yet she knew this would not come again, 
And aJl the iweet bliu came imploring, pleading, 
Melting her sonl, bmising hex heart to bleeding . . . 

O God, ihe did not know ! — Yet fatare aorrow 
^eemed fomehow paid for by this instant bliss, 
(A brief to-day was worth a Irag to-morrow; } 
O yontb, O ni^t, — this j<^ she dared not miss ! 
Her whole tool yearned for this yonng lover's kiss, 
Though it be paid for throng eternity. 
O, had not God designed this thing to be? 

Was not her month for this yonng mouth intended. 

Since all ber living body told her so? 

Was it not preordained that ao be ended 

A girlhood colder than December snow? 

A starli^t kiss — she need no farther go — : 

His warm hands toocbing hers: O was this sin? 

Just this? — She shat her eyes to fires within . . . 

To those fierce central fires she closed her eyes. 
Yet dimly of their pasai<»i was aware. 
And felt their flames like dronkennesa arise 
Whirling her sonl, making life strangely fair . . . 
She eyed herself with held breath, frightened 

stare . . . 
Alas, was it the alchemy of sin 
That made her lovelier far than e'er she'd been ? 

Plansibly sweet the mnsic came to her. 
Through many doors, most plausible and sweet, 
Setting some sabtle pulse in her astir. 
Smoothing in song her heart's erratic beat. 
Diaiinesa came, nnstmng her knees, faer feet. 
And she sank down a space upon faer bed. 
Shutting her eyes, mad reelings in her head. 
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How would this end? And wosld her whole life 

change, 
Swayed by thii mutering ann as sways the moon? 
Woidd all her way of life be new and strange. 
Her friends be lost, her kin desert her soon? 
Passion surged up in her, and in its swoon 
These doubts were swept aside, obscure and fleeUng; 
Somewhere sbe heard a bcattng . . . beating . . , 

beating . . . 

Was it her heart, the lond pulse in her ear, 

Or music, some recurring undertone i — 

The drums perhaps . . . She raised her bead to hear, 

The beating ceased . . . Only tbe tireless drone 

Of toiling engines, and tbe sea's boshed moan 

Soft tbroDgb the f ost-sbnt port . . ■ and that was alL 

Steps passed and re-passed down tbe muffled halL 

Steps passed and re-passed on tbe deck above 
Ringing like iron . . . Tbe curtains by her bed 
Quirered forever to the engine's move. 
And from tbe lamp a qniveriiig li^it was shed. 
These senseless things, when all ber life was dead. 
Would still go on : steps pass, the curtains quiver. 
These things or others, — they would last forever. 

Quickly sbe rose, and in tbe mirror's shine 
Lotted at herself a quiet moment's space; 
It was as if tbe earth's autumnal wine 
Had touched ber soul,^ — her body had a grace 
That passing life has, lovely was ber face 
Wth a strange loveliness, and in her eyes 
Was the deep g^ory of October skies. 

Sbe was alive I her blood flew warm and young; 
No more than this sbe knew, that she was fair; 
And happiness throng^ her deep heart was song; 
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FsnioDBte jay as ligjtt as flame in air; 
O yDDthl O love, oblhriooa of all care! 
O lithe nrift-blooded youth, O roae of eaith, 
O waim-(ryed lorelineaa of fragrant mirth ! — 

Giddy, with whirling Qtoo^Oa, ibe left her room; 
And down the corridor, vith fainting feet, 
lightly she went, csn^tt onward to sweet doom. 
And only beard her heart's load tremnlons best; 
Through opening doors, most plausible, most sweet. 
The mnsie rose to her; and he stood theie. 
Smiling, in all that noise and whir and ^aze . . . 

Over the shining silrer, sparkling glass, 

The smooth white table-cloth, he leaned and smiled; 

The whole world Tanished, they were lad and lasi. 

In lore, and face to face, hearts nmning wild. 

Deep in her eyes he lotdced: O what a child! 

Her soft breast rose and fell, ber throat's pore white 

Beat with a little polae of joy and fri^t. 

Mo need to talk . . . For in tbeir eyes they met, 
Treading on air so soft, so light, so fine. 
That they were speechless, words tliey coold forget; 
Tbcy only smiled, and shyly sipped their wine. 
And smiled again, and felt their fall hearts shine. 
Talked breathlessly a little, and longed to lean 
Nearer, nM>re near, — till no mote lay between/^ 

Not light or darkness, world or bearen or star, 
Not wind, nor warm, nor cold . . . but jnst tbey two 
Meeting at last, two spirits come from far. 
Face raised to fac^ white flowers made sweet wltii 

dew,— 
Shining and passionate, and yoong and new, — 
Their two warm bodies singing each to each, 
Ming^ng at last in lore's haimoniooa speech . . . 
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The Ufl^ta, the noUe, the tomult puaed swa^; 

A< in ■ dream wlthont a sotmd they paased; 

She only knew that it woi wildly gay. 

And thy, and hlim nnbearable ... At laat 

Under the high dark atarward-gliding mast 

In gratefnl ni^t they aat; he bronght her coat 

And trembling wrapped the scarf aromid her throat; 

Letting bia fingers linger there a apace. 

Longer than there was need, w> sweet she smiled. 

So close they were to that soft wistful face . . . 

The stars looked down npon them, clear and mild . . . 

Woman and maiden, gir^ and little child, — 

She was all these ... A moment, be was shaken,— 

Lest be do wnmg, lest be might prove mistaken . . . 

Only a moment . . . passion rose again. 
Quiet be took her hand and held it long. 
And all her virgin heart grew big with pain. 
And all her new-bom bAdy ached with song. 
Blindly she prayed to God to m^e her strong, — j 
More blindly cried to earth to make her weak; / 
And looked at him, near tears, and conld not speak. 

He was a loveliness she could not bear . . . 
Like a fierce furnace seemed his beanty now . . . 
A fire that ci^ught her thioat, her lips, her hair. 
Her parching eyes, her pained and beating brow. 
Only to give herself, — she cared not bow. — 
Into the flame, body and sonl to fling; 
To have turn hart her,-~ah, divineat thing! . . . 

Four bells were struck; 'twas ten o'clock he said; 
And tUll the sea mshed past, under the ni^t. 
The engines toiled and the great steamer sped; 
And they conld see the bow-wash, dimly white, 
Fall into darkness ; the mast-head light 
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Qnivcnd among the tton, and in ita fire 

A apan of fore-stay shone like golden wife . . . 

Little hy little they were left alone, 
The decks were emptied; (mlj, from the bar. 
Came shouts and lao^ter, and a drunkard's groan. 
The glasses clinking, and a strummed guitar, 
The door shut, and the sounds grew faint and far. 
And all the deck was dark; only the sea 
lifted its great voice, like infinity. 

O youth, O music, O sweet wirardy 

Of young lore sung like fire throng beating vciiu t 

O covering darkness and persuasive seat 

night of stars, of blisses and of pains! 

Bat most, O youth that bnt an hour remains, — 
Be fierce, be sweet with ns, before yoa go ; 
For knowing yoa the best of life we know I 

Beneath his kiss her mouth rose soft and w«ni^ 

And dewy soft as rose-leaves were her eyes, 

Under his hands, shaken as with a storm 

He felt her soft breast fall and shudder and rise, 

Tom with impassimied breath, unuttered cries. 

Quivering, straining breast against his breas^ 

She clung to him, her mouth on his month pressed . . . 

And cmly knew that this was life at last, 

Foi^t all else in agony of bliss; 

Into this fire of love all earth was cast; 

The stars, the sea, were mingled in this kiss. 

And throng^ ber heart the blood, with sing and hiss, 

Poored a red madness, surged a riotous pain/ — 

Unbearable mosle cried out in her brain . . . 

" O Ion," he said, " O let me come with yont 

1 love you mo ! This nighty — O let me come ! " 
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Ab, God have pity t ihe knew not what to do, 
Bnt Mt all quiet, — f nMen, ahrinking, dumb ; 
And only heard the toiling engines hum, 
The rush of sea, the swish of dropping spray, 
Her clamorooa heart; and all that she could say 

Was a qnidc " yes," and then a broken breath 
That quivered like a sob; and then she row, 
Dissy and weak and pale, like one near death. 
And now her heart was fire, and now it froie . . . 
Faint in ber room she stood ; the door to closey — 
She might still tnm the key . . . She cried a spacer- 
Long in the glass stared at her pallid face . . . 

And heard a step tramp over the ivk. aboTC, 
Ringing like iron . . . The cnrtains by her bed 
QniTcrcd forever to tbe eng^e's move. 
And from the lamp a quivering light wa« shed . . ~ 
These things would all go on when she was dead . . . 
Trembling, with misty eyes, she loosed the pin 
Under ber throat . . . mad fires whirled np with*- 



Uad fires whirled np, fiTigrilfing (Ql Jier sonl; 
Beyond the snn and stars, across all space. 
Power that earth nor heaven conld now control- 
She heard her lover come, with quickening pace; 
Nowhere to hide] Alas, his shining face, 
Thongh she hid under seas would find ber there,. 
Though she hid under mountains lay her bare J 

Across the stars, nearer, toore near it came. 
And now earth sboc^ with it, and now tiie sea. 
And her white body, trernnloos with shame, 
FroB its sheer anguish knew that it was he,^ — 
Yearned for this wonder that was soon to be;: 



byGoogle 



And all her heart made rnoiic for his feet. 
All of the world re-echoed to their best . . . 

Marriage of youth J And qnic^ a darknesi fell. 
And time and space went down, ocnuamed in fire; 
Thmn^ that dark apace, only one breath, to tell 
That here was yonth, and lore, and wild desire: 
One heart that to itadif sang erer hij^ier, 
Tremnlona, passionate, despite all pain, — 
"How wonderful! — how wonderf nl ! " — again. 



October earth, with scarlet maple-leaf. 

With oak-leaves brown, with flaming leaves and pale; 

Hysterions antomn, symbol of all grief. 

Symbol of lives that die and hopes that fail: 

Now on the threshing-floor has fallen the flail. 

The hands are elsewhere that hare stored the grain; 

Now comes the season of snows and bitter rain. 

Weeks passed . . . And then one day there came a 

note 
To New Yo^ for this yonth ... he tore and read. 
It was that girl he played with on the boat . . . 
Scarcely three shaky lines ... in which she said, 
That die was sick with typhoid, neariy dead, — 
Wanted to say she loved him; then she cried, 
O Ood, if he would come before she died I — 

Loved him! ... a bladness fell; and in his eyes. 
So long unused, and even now ashamed, 
He felt the warm tears qoii^ening to rise . . . 
Loved him! — he had not known . . . Could he be 

blamed? — 
Then a great li^ of sorrow in him flamed, — 
And bitterness, his si^t swam quickly dim, — 
Thinking how little it had meant to him! 
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Scarce knowing vbj, he packed his thingi and 

vent . . . 
He vaa mrprifcd, on aeeing her, to find faow lorelj 

■he bad been, thongh pale and spent . ■ . 
He sat beaide ber, striring to be kind, 
StnAing ber forehead . . Yet, she bad dirlnisd. 
And known too bitterlj, before riie died. 
This man bod never loved her, bat had lied. . . . 

And he knew this: he knew that she bad known; 
In her dtA eyes he saw the mastered jearning. 
All the nnspc^en love that died in moan. 
Shrunk on itself, throng all her body boming . . . 
And many days the memory came retnming 
, Of her hut kiss,^ qnivering, wet with tearsy^ 
Her clinging hands, her brimmed eyes dark wiUi 
fear* . . . 

Until at times a sudden terror came 
Lest, tbron^ great pity, he shonld love one dead, — 
So burning sweet recnrred in htm this shame. 
So hannted him those eyes, that fallen head; 
The lips that pleaded so, the words she said, — 
Pathetic words I — these haunted bim a space; 
^ Then, in the daric of time be lost her face ... 

O Antnmnl bringing to old adventures death, 
Sadness at all things past, things passing still, — 
You touched this love with strange and dreadful 

breath; 
Easy as leaf is human love to chill, — 
Easy as leaf is homan to kill; 
Yet beantlfal is that death with sudden flame. 
Ere it goes down to darimess, whence it camel . . . 
The Poetry Journal Conrad Aiken 
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" IF YOU SHOULD CEASE TO LOVE ME ** 

If jvn should cease to love me, tell me ao! 
I could not bear to feel your ardent hand 
That waked the chorda of life to andentand. 
Hold mine leaa closetj-; no, belorU, no; 
If yon ihonld cease to lore me, tell me so! 

If you should cease to lore me, do not dare 
To meet me with a masque of tenderness; 
I could not stoop to suffer one caress 
That .any other bad the ri^t to share, — 
If you should cease to love me, do not dare I 

If you should cease to love me, do not fear — 
J would net have you think I made Mie claim. 
If your great love shonld pass, there is no blame; 
For lore grown cold, I woold not shed a tear; — 
If you should cease to love me, do not fearl 

If yon sboold cease to love me, let us part, 
As friends who part for all eternity ; 
Let us make grave the reverent obaeqny 
For what was once our very soul and heart — 
If you should cease to love me, let us part! 

But while yon love me, keep onr hearts' deep faith 

As some High Priest would guard the holy place; 

Let me not see the shame upon your face 

Of one unworthy of Love's vital breath. 

So while yon love me, keep oar hearU' high faith 1 

Thus, if you cease to love me, save my sonl 
By having kept onr love so pure and big^ 
That if the time must come when it shall die, 
I may retain my treasure fair and whole, — 
If yon shonld cease to love me,— save my soul I 
Scribntr't Cornuie RootewU Batnntom 
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VAIN EXCUSE 

Be patient. Life, when Love is at the gate. 
And when he enters let him be at home. 
Think of the roads that he has had to roanij 
Think of the ^ears that he has had to wait. 

Bnt if I let Lore in I thall be late. 
Another has c<Hne first, tiiere is no room; 
And I am busy at the tboo^tftd loom; 
Let Love be patient, the importonate. 

O Life, be idle, and let Love come in. 

And give Hty dreamy hair that Love may spin. 

Bat Love himself is idle with his song. 

Let Lore cwne last, and then may Lore last long. 

Be patient. Life, for Love is not the last; 

Be patient now with Death, for Love has passed. 

The Trend Walter Conrad Arentberg 



SONNET XXX 

YoD mean, my friend, yon do not greatly care 
For these harsh portraits I have lately done? 
Yon like my old style better, — like the rare 
Enamelled softness of that princess-one? 
True, this old woman, with the sunken throat 
Painted like* cordage, is not sweet to riew. 
Perhaps the blear whites of her e^es connote 
No element of loveliness to yon. 
Ah yes, we all most love the sapphire lake. 
The rainbow, and the rose, — bnt these alone? 
Or is there some sli^t wonder where pines diake 
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On buerilibed iiBaiit«iii-i>ulu of •hsttered rtooe? 
So tbete disturb? I few tbia is the end 
Of dsjs when I sImU plesae joiir tsstc, 1117 friend. 
The Formm ArUuu- Dmmto» Fieke 



LOST TREASURE 

Yoa know deep in yoor heart, it oonld not last^ 
And, when s wind, newborn on some hillside — 
(Some fair tail bill the other side of Crete) 
Came laden with the dear and odoroos past — 
(Laden with scents of gardens that bare died. 
Buried in dnat, not any longer sweet.) 

Then, realised, all the nnlorelj jears 

'La.j on jonr heart, like those old gardens' dust; 
YoQ had forgotten how joor life was fair, 
For all the mennries were dulled with tears 
Since shed, and unsuspected moth and rust 
Ate deep, and nongbt remembered was but care. 

So is your treasure lost, vanished awaj — 

Nothing but wind and half-shut eyes and grass — 
Nothing of now but striTings after then. 
And naoght heard in the clear air of to-day 
Bat dus^ wings that ennoble as they pass — 

YoD haTe not strength to make them live again. 
The Mtutei Lgdia Qibton 



OLD PAIRINGDOWN 
Soft as a treader on mosses 
I go thnnigh the Tillage that sleeps; 

M 
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The Tillage too early abed, 

For the ai^t stilt shuffles, a gypsy. 

In the woods of the east. 

And the west rememben the snn. 

Not all are asleep; t^ere are faces 
That lean from the walls of the gardens. 
Look sharply, or yon will not see them, 
' Or think them am>tJier stone in the wall. 
I Spoke to a stmie, and it answered 
Like an sgM rode that cmmbles 
Each falling piece was a word. 
" Fire have I buried," it said, 
" And seven ait over the sea." 

Here is a hat that I pass. 

So lowly it has no brow. 

And .dwarfs sit within at a taUe. 

A boy waits apart by the hearth; 

On his face is the patience of firelight. 

Bat his eyes seek the door and a far-world. 

It is not the call to the table he waits. 

Bat the call of the sea-rimmed forests. 

And cities that stir in a dream. 

I haste by the low-browed door, 

Lest my arms go in and betray me, 

A motiier jealoosly passing. 

He will go, tlie pale dwarf, and walk tali among 

giants; 
The dtild with his eyes on the far land. 
And fame like a yoong cnrled leaf in his heart. 

The stream that darts from the banging hlU 
Like a sUver wing that most sing as it flies, 
Is folded and stiU on the breast 
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Of the village tbat sleeps. 

Each mute old hoose ia more old than the other, 

And each wears its vine* like ra^ed hair 

Bound the half-blind windows. 

If a child sboold laugh, if a giil sboold sing, 

Would the bonses mb the rinei from thdr ejesj 

And listen and live ? 

A voice comes now from a cottage, 

A Tirice that is young and most sing, 

A honeyed stab on the air. 

And the bonses do not wake. 

2 look throng the leaf-blowsed window. 

And start as a gaser who, passing a death-Tanlt, 

Sees life sitting hopeful within. 

She is yonng, but a woman, roond-bieasted, 

Waiting the peril of Eve; 

And she makes the shadows aboot her sweet 

As the glooms that play in a pine-wood. 

She sits at a harpsichord (old as the walla are). 

And longing flows in the trickling, fairy notes 

Like a hidden brook in a forest 

Sedung and seeking the son. 

I have watched a yonng tree on the edge of a wood 

When the mist is weaving and drifting; 

Slowly the bonghs disappear, and the leaves rea^ 

oat 
Like the drowning hands of children, 
Till a grey blur qnivers cold 
Where the green grace drank of the son. 
So now, as I gase, Uie morrows 
Creep weaving and winding their mist 
Roond the beauty of her who sings. 
They hide the soft rings of her hair, 
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Dear as k child's cnrling fingers ; 

They shnt ont the trembling sun of eyes 

That are deep as a bending mother's; 

And her bridal body is scarfed with their ehlll. 

For old, and old, is the story; 

Over and over I hear it, 

Orer and over I listen to mnmrars 

That are always the same in these towns that sleep; 

Where, grey and nnwed, a woman passes. 

Her cramped, drab gown the bounds of a world 

She holds with grief and silence; 

And a gossip whose tongoe alone is unwithered 

Mumbles the tale by her affable gate; 

How the lad most go, and the girl mnst stay. 

Singing alone to the years and a dream; 

Then a letter, a rumor, a word. 

From the land that reaches for lovers 

And gives them not back; 

And the maiden looks ap witii a face that la old; 

Her smile, as her body, is evermore barren; 

Her cheek like the batk of the beech-tree 

Wbere cUmbs the grey winter. 

Now have I seen her young, 

The lone girl singing, 

With the full, round breast and the berry lip, 

And heart that runs to a dawn-rise 

On new-world mountains. 

The weeping ash in the dooryard 

Gathers the song in its boughs. 

And the gown of dawn she will never wear. 

I can listen no more; good-by, little town, old Fair- 

ingdown. 
I climb die long, darit hill side, 
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Bnt the adie I have taaad here I cannot ootdimb. 
O Heart, if we had not beojrd, if we did not know 
There is that in the village that nerer will aleepl 

Hampshire, England. 

Seribntr't Othe Tilford Darga» 

IN THB ROMAN FORUM 

Nothing bat beao^, now. 
No longer at the p<^t of goading fear 
The snllen, trfbtitary world comes near 
Before all-anbjtigating Rome to bow. 
No more the parement of the Forun rings 
To breathless Victory's exultant tread 
Before the heavy march of captive kings. 

Here stood the royal dead 
In sculptured immortal!^; their gave 
Remote above the tormoil of the street 
Hoarse with its living straggle at their feet 
Here spoke the law — tfaat voice of bronae was heard 

By all the world, and stirred 
The latent mind of nations in the bnd. 
Bright with the laurels, bitter with the blood 
Of heroes npon heroes was this place 
Where the strong heart of an imperial race 
Beat with the essence of a nation's life. 
Princes and people evermore at strife — 
Incense and worship — clash of armored rage — 
Ambition soaring up the sky like flame — 
Interminable war that mortals wage 
From c^tory to centary the same. 
Still Fortune holds the crown for tboee who dare; 
Mankind in many a distant otherwhere 
Leaps panting toward the promise of her face — 
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Bnt here, no more of coveting nor care. 
No longer here the weltering hnman tide 
Sluices the maAct-place and scatters wide 
The weak as foam, to perish where they list. 
Now by the Sovereign Silence purified. 
Spring showers sU with fragrant amethyst. 
Were Mice these pulses violent and swift 
As those that shake the cities of to-day? 
How indolently sweet the petals drift 

From yonder nodding spray ! 
Warming their broidered raiment in the sun. 
The little-brif^t-eyed lizards bask and run 
O'er fallen temples gracious in decay. 
Man's arrogance with calculated art 
Boasted in marble — now the quiet heart 
Of the Great Mother dreams eternal things 
In brief, bri|^t roses and ethereal green, 

Or more exuberant, sings 
In poppies poured profusely to the air 
Fran secret hoards of scarlet Nothing seen 
But swoons with bean^ — beauty everywhere — 

Nothing bnt baanlrf . . . now. 
Here is the immortalify of Rome. 
Not where the city rises, dtme on dome. 
Seek we the living soul of ancient mi^t, 
Bnt in this temple of green silence — here 
Flame purer than the vestal is alight 

The world again draws near 
In reverence, bnt now it comes to pay 
The tribute of a nobler ccrfn than fear. 
In wondering worship, not in fierce dismay. 
Men bow the knee to what of Rome remains. 
Time's long lustratimi has effaced her stains. 
All that is perishable now is past 
And earth her portion tenderly transmutes 
To evanescent beantrf of her own — 
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JnbiUnt flowen and necUr-breathing fiuito — 
Living in deatbleta ^rj at the lut 
Divini^ alone. 

Tht BdlmM Amelia Jottfiime Burr 



ASH WEDNESDAY 

(After hearing a lectmre o* the orighu of religion) 

Here in the lonelj chapd I will wait. 

Here will I rest, if any rest may be; 

So fair the day is, and the bonr so late, 

2 shall hare few to share the blessed calm with me. 

Calm and soft lij^t, sweet inarticulate calls! 

One shallow dish of eerie golden fire 

By molten chains above the altar swinging, 

Draws my eyes up from the shadowed stalls 

To the warm cbancel-donte; 

Crag-like the ctostered organs locxn, 

Yet from their thnnder-threatening choir 

Flows bat a ghostly singing — 

Half-hnman voices reaching home 

In infinite, tremoloos snrge and falls. 

li^t on bis stops and keys, 

And pallor on the player's face, 

Who, listening rapt, with finger-skill to seise 

The pattern of a mood's elusive grace, 

Captures Iiis spirit in an airy lace 

Of fading, fading harmonies. 

Oh, let your coolness soothe 

My weariness, frail mosic, where yon keep 

Tryst with the even-fall; 

Where tone by time joa find a pathway smooth 

To yonder gleaming cross, or nearer creep 

Along the broDsU wall, 
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Wbeie tbade hj duide thrD'.4<ic|i9 of brown 
Comes the rtill trili^t down.*' . -'://■- 

Wilt thou not rest, 017 thon^t? *"'/:**.-" 

Wonldst thon go back to that pain-breedu4.h)oi9* 

Wlience only by strong wrenchings tbon wert bion^t^ .-. 

O weary, weary qncstioninga, ' •'.-'": 

Will ye pursoe me to the altar rail 

Where my old faith for sanctnary clings. 

And back again my heart reluctant hale 

Ymder, where crashed against the cbeeriess wall 

Tiptoe I glimpsed the tier on tier 

Of faces onserene and startled eyes — 

Sach eyes as on grim surgetm-woHE are set, 

On desperate ontmanenTerings of doom? 

Still mnst I hear 

The .boding voice with cantioiis rise and fall 

Tratiking relentless to its lair 

Each fever-bred progenitor of faith. 

Each fugitive ancestral fear? 

Still most I follow, as the wraith 

Of antique awe toward a wreck-making beach 

Drives derelict? 

Nay, rest, rest, my thought. 

Where long-loved sound and shadow teach 

Quietness to conscience overwrought. 

Harken! The choristers, the white-robed priest 

Move thro' the chapel dim 

Sounding of warfare and the victor's palm, 

Of valiant marchings, of the feast 

Spread for the pilgrim in a baved'd calm. 

How on the first lips of my steadfast race 

Sonnded that battle hymn, 

Quaint heaven-vanntings, with God's gauntlet fiang. 

To me bequeathed, from age to age, 
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Hy duJlenge and v^lierftageJ 

'"Hie Lord ia .io'-jEJir. Iwl; place" — 

How in ibtirxih me hei«ld voice hw rang ! 

Now ififty'taikt bright thdr sword, 

^ill fii^ini in tlieir ancient path, 

. -.W!U hannt the temple of tlieir Lord; 

■'■\tith that is neither TaorUble nor batlt 

" Shadow of taming, I will find 

In the wise ploddings of their faithful mind; 
Of finding not, ai in thia fnutrate honr 
By qnestion honnded, waylaid by despair. 
Yet in these nsea shall I know His power 
As the warm flesh by breathing knows the air. 

fatile comfort! My faith-hnngry heart 
Still in yonr sweetness tastes a poisonoos soar; 
Far off, far off 1 qniver 'neath the smart 

Of old indignities and obscnre scorn 

Indelibly on man's proad spirit laid. 

That now in time's ironic nusqaerade 

Minister healing to the hurt and worn! 

What are those streams that from the altar poor 

Where goat and ox and hnman captive bled 

To feed the blood-Inst of the morderoos priest? 

1 cannot see where Christ's dear love is shed, 
So deep the insatiate horror washes red 
Flesh-stains and frensy-sears and gore. 
Beneath that Cross, whereon His hands oatspread. 
What forest shades behold what ahamefnl rites 
Of maidenhood sorrendered to the beast 

In obscene worship on midsommer nights ! 

What imperturbable disguise 

Enwraps these organs with a chaste restraint 

To chant innocaous hymns and litanies 

For sinner and adoring saint. 

Which yet inherit like an old Uood-taint 

103 



byGoogle 



Some naked caperfngs in the godlleit tone, — 

Goat-aongs and jeata atrong with the breath of Pan, 

That charmed the eaay cow-girl and her duq 

In uicooth tryst beneath a acandalona moon ! 

Ah, could I hearken with their tnut. 

Or aee witii their pnre-aeeing ey ea 

Who of the frame of theae dear mTsteriea 

Were not too wise! 

Why cannot I, as in a stronger honr, 

Outface the horror that defeats me now? 

Hare I not reaped complacent the rich power 

That harvest from this praise and bowing low? 

On thla strong mnsic hare I moulted np, 

At yonder rail broke bread, and shared the holy cnp, 

And (HI that cross have hung, and felt God's pain 

Sorrowing, sorrowing, till the world shall end. 

Not from theae forma my qaeatiooings come 

That aerring tmth are purified, 

Bat from the troth itself, the way, the goal. 

One chaUenge Tast that strikes faitb dnmb — 

If tmth be fickle, who shall be oor guide? 

" Tmth that is neither variable, nor hath 

Shadow of turning? " Ah, where tuma ahe not! 

Where yesterday she stood, 

Now the horixon empties — lo, ber steps 

Where ycmder scholar woos, are hardly cold, 

Yet ah^ be find her never, but the thongfat 

Mantling within Urn like ber blood 

Shall from his eloquence fade, and leave his words 

Flavor'd with vacant quaintness for his son. 

What crafty patience, scholar, hast thou used, 

Uaelesa ere it was began — 

What headless waste of wing, 

Beating vainly round and round! 

In no one Babel were the tongues confused, 
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Bnt thej who handle trnth, from soimd to sonnd 

Master another speech cmtinnoiulj.' 

Deaf to familiar words, onr calloas ear 

Will quiver to the edge of utterance strange; 

When tmth to God's tmtb-weary sigfat draws near^ 

Cannot God see her till she soffei change? 

Most jt tiben change, my vanished youth. 

Heme customs of my dreams? 

Change and farewell! 

Farewell, your lost phantasn^ tmth 

That will not constant dwell, 

But flees the passion of oor eyes 

And leaTCS no hint behlDd h«r 

Whence she dawns or whither dies. 

Or if riie lire at all, or only for a mmnent seems 

Here tbo' I <»ly dream I find her, 

Here will I watch the twilight darken. 

Yonder the scholar's vtrice spins on 

Mesh npon mesh of loveless fate; 

Here wHl I rest whOebcttTdania him stili 

What hath sfae left thee, Brother, bat thy vtrice? 

Alter her, have thy wiU, 

And happy' be thy choice ! 

Here rather will I rest, and harken 

Voices longer dead but longer loved than thine. 

Yet stin my most of peace is more onxett, 

As one who plods a snmmer road 

Feels the eoolneas his own motion stirs, 

But when he stops the dead heat smothers him. 

Here in this calm my sonl Is weariest. 

Each qnestitsi with malldons goad 

Pressing the choice that still my sonl defers 

To visioned honrs not thns eclipsed and dim. 

Lest in my haste I deem 

IM 
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That tnith'i inTariable put 

Is her eluding of man'i heart 

Fareirell, calm piicst irho pacot alow 

After the stalwart-marching choir! 

Have men thro' thee tang^ Ood their dear desire? 

Hath Ood thro' thee alM<dvM sin? 

What is thy benediction, if I go 

Sore perplexed and wrooj^t witfiln? 

Open tite chapel doors, and let 

Boisterous moaic play ns ont 

Toward &e flaring mcJten west 

Whither the nerre-racked day is set; 

Let tiie loud world, flooding back, 

GvU US in Its hungry rout; 

Best? What part hare we in rest? 

Boy with the happy face and hTirrying feet. 

Who with thy friendly cap's salute 

Sendest bright hail across the college street. 

If thoa cooldst see my answering lips, how mate, 

How loth to take thy stndcnt courtesy 1 

Wbat tmth have I for thee? 

Rather thy wisdom, lad, impart, 

Share thy gift of strength with me. 

Still with the past I wrestle, bat the fntare girds thy 

heart 
Clatter of shriveled yesterdays that clothe as like a 

sheD, 
Thy spirit sloof^ tiieir bondage off, to walk new 

bom and free. 
All things the hnnian heart hath learned — Ood, 

heaven, earth, and hell — 
Thon weighest not for what they were, hot what tiiey 

still may be. 
Whether the scholar delve and mine for faith-wre^ 

boried deep, 
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Or the priest his mles and faolj rites, letter and spirit, 

keep, 
Toil or trnrt in bresthleu dnat, they dull starve at 

last for truth; 
SeluAar and priest shall live from thee, who art eter* 

nal footh. 
H<dier If Otoa dost tread it, every path the pn^hets 

trodt 
Clearer where iboa dost worship, rise tfie ancient 

hymns to Ood; 
Not by the priest but by thy prayers are altars sane* 

tified; 
Stroo|t with new love where dion dost kneel, tite 

cross wheretMi Christ died. 



THE LAGGARD SONG 

I had no heart to write to thee in prose. 
The sadness in me sore demanded song; 
But tile song came not, — laggard as the birds, 
That will not sing na back the little leaves. 

winter of my heart — when comes the spring? 

1 am sore weary of these deathlike days. 
This shrond nnheaving of eternal snow, — 

O winter of my heart — when comes the spring? 

Tia time to answer, O ni^tingale, — 

'Tis thine to sing the winter all away, 

Release the world from bondage, and bring ba^ 

The aonnd of many waters and of trees. 

And little sleeping lives anumb with cold, — 

Yea ! all the resonection of the world. 

O winter of my hearti O nigjitingale ! 

Hwrper't Richard Le OaUiennt 

loe 



byGoogle 



GROTESQUE 

With the tint U^t on the skyline cune the rapping 
of die iuddes 

And the brown anna of the reapers bent to toil an- 
other mom; 

Close beside me in the glimmer, in the golden sweep 



Knelt a renter strange anwng as, crooning thro' the 
ragged corn: 

" Bom of sorrow. 
Gone t»-morrow — 
Gone to lie in yonder ralley where their fathers long 
have lain; 
Hen ^o know not ship nor sabre. 
Each but dradges by his neighbor, 
And tiie fields wherein thcj labor are a heritage of 



Sleep was heavy on oar eyelids when a lone star fol- 
lowed snnset, 
Bat we missed the pale yoong stranger, none knew 

whither he had gone — 
Then, from where the dead are lying, with the nl^^t- 

wind's tender sighing / 

Bose and fell a last low cadence of the voice we 
heard at dawn: 

" Weary reapers. 
Early sleepers — 
Brief the glow that drifts across them from the 
waning Aagast moon: 
These that rest beyond its gleaoung 
Lie onvexed of drift or dreaming. 
And the fields with harvest teeming have forgot them 
all too soon I" 
Boiton Traiucript Ruth Outhrie Barding 
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BALLADE OF A DEAD LADY 

All old fair things are in their pl«cei, 

I coant them orer, and inisi hat one ; 
The April flowera are nmniDg races. 

The green world stretches its aims to the aon; 

The nnptial dance of the da^v is begun — 
The same jvnng stars in the same old skies; 

And all that was kst again is won — 
Bnt where hare thej bidden those great ejes? 

All haTe etnne back — dogwood and daisies — 

AU things ripple and riot and nm; 
Swallow and swallow in aeiy masea, 

A fairy frolic of fire and fnn; 

The same old enchanted web is spnn, 
Witb diamtrnd dews for the same old flies; 

Tet all is new, spite of Solomon^ 
Bn^ where have they hidden those great eyes? 

Lorelj as lore are die new-bom faces — 

God knows thej are fair to look npoo; 
And mj heart goeri ont to the yonng embraces, 

To the flight of the yonng to the yonng; 

Bnt, Time, what is it that thoa hast dmieF 
For my heart 'mid all the blossom cries: 

" Roses are many, the Bose is gime — 
Ah! where have they hidden those great eyes?" 

ENVOI 

Prince, I bring yon my April praises, 

Bnt O [ on my heart a shadow lies ; 
For a face I see not at all my gase is — 

Ah! where hare thej hidden those great eyes? 

Puck Richard Le OaUienne 
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AN EPITAPH 

Perlupa it doeni't matter that jou died. 
Life is a bal matqui wliich yon saw throng. 
Yon ncTcr UAA as Life — yon had yonr pride ; 
Bnt Life haa tidd on yon. 
The Trend WalUr Conrad Arentberg 

WAR 

Fools, fools, fools, 

Tour blood Is hot lo-^j. 

It CO<dB 
When yon are clay. 
It joins the very clod 
Wherein yon look at Ood, 
Wherein at last yon see 

The liTing God, 

The loving God, 
Which was yonr enemy. 
Ttu Natiem WitUr Bymier 

FBANCE 

Half artiat and half anchorite, 

Part siren and part Socrates, 
Her face — allnring and yet rccmdite — 

Smiled throDf^ her salons and academies. 

U^itly she wore her donble moA, 
Till sudden, at war's kindling spa^, 

Her Inmoat self. In shining mail and eaaqne, 
Biased to the world her single son! — • 

Jeanne d'Arct 

The Nation. Peng MaeKaye 
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THE DRUM 
There's a rhjthm down the roftd where the dmi 



Of the dmin, of the dram, 
There's k ^int throng the green, tiiere's & column 
on the inarch. 
Here ibej come, here they com^ 
To iht flat resounding dank they are trai^dng rank 

on rank. 
And the bayonet flashes ripple from the flank to the 
flank. . 
" I am riiythm, marching rhythm," says die 
dram. 
" Ko aid am I desiring of the loud braaen choiring, 
" Of bogle or of trampet the lilt and the lyrlng, 
" I'm the slow digged rhythm, unending, nntiring, 
" I am rhythm, marching rhythm," oays the 

" I am rhythm, dogged rhythm, and the plodders 

feel me with 'em, 
" I'm the two miles an hour that is entire, that is 

power, 
" I'm the slow resistless crawl in the dnst-clood's 

fhfllpffg pall, 
" I'm the mardting days that ran from the dawn 

to set of sun, 
" I'm the rifle and the kit and the dragging wei^ 

of it, 
" I'm the jaws grimly set and tiie faces dripping 

sweat, 
" I'm the how, why, and when, Uie Almigh^ made 

for men," 
Says the ihythm, marching rhythm, of the drmn. 
" Did yon call my song ' barbaric ' ? Did you matter, 

' oat of date ' i 
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" When yoa hear me with the foemen then yoat try 

will CfHne too l«te. 
" Heie sre hearta a-beatiog for yon, to my polaing ai 
I come, 
" To the rbTthm, tramping rliTthm, 
" To the rhythm, dogged rhythm, 
" To die dogged tranqung rhythm 
"Of the dnnnl" 

There's a claahing marling rhythm down the nlley 
broad and ample 
Of the drum, kettledrum, 
lliere's a low, swelling nmor that is cavalry 
a-trample. 
Here they come, here thy come. 
To the brassy crash and wrangle, to the horseman's 

clink and jangle. 
And the restive 1^;> beneath 'em all a-welter and 
a-tang^ 
" I am riiythm, dancing riiythm," says the dram. 
" White and sorrel, roan and dapple, hocks as shiny 

as an apple, 
" Don't they make a splendid showing, cars a-prick- 

ing, tails a-blowing? 
"Good boys — bless 'em — well tiiey're knowing all 
my tricks to set 'em going 
"To my rhythm, dancing rhythm I" ssys the 

" I am rhythm, clashing rhythm, and the horses 

feel me with 'em. 
" I'm the foray and the raid, I'm the glancing 

sahre-blade. 
" Now I'm here, now I'm there, flashing on the 

anaware. 
" How I scont before the ranks, how I elond almig 

the flanks, 
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" How the hi^wa; imokes behind me let the fafnt 

•Un tdl that find me 
" All night thiDoi^, all ni|^ tiuoogfa, when the 

bridlea drip with dew. 
" I'm the labor, toil, and pain, I'm the Ion that 
shall be gain," 
Says the riiythm, "lagging rhythm, of th^ ^I r^tm. 
" Did 70a apeak of ' naeleu ■'■i'g'r<*r ' ? Did 70a 

mnrmnr ' Christian lore 't 
" Pray that such at dieae before 700 when the war- 
cloud bnntt above, 
" With the bridle on the pommel meet the foemcn ai 
they cone, 
" To the rhythm, ^^^^ftli^g riiythm, 
" To the riiylhm, eraohing rtiythm 
" To the crashing, daahing rhythm 
"Of the drum!" 

There's an echo shakes the valley o'er tfae rhythm 
deep and slow 
Of the drmn, of the dmm, 
TIs the gmis, the gons a-tolling on the bridges down 
below. 
Here die? come, here they come, 
Hark the felloes grind and lomber throng tbe shad- 
ows gray and mnbcr, 
And the triple spans a-panting up the slope the 
stones encmnber. 
With the rhythm distant rhythm, of the dram. 
' " 'Tis the long Shapes of Fear that tbe moonli^t 

silnra here, 
" And the jolting limber's weighted wHh the silent 



" 'Tis the Pipes of Peace are passing, O ye pet^le, 
fpvt an ear ! " 
Says the rhythm, iron rhythm, of the drum. 
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" Tb^ are riijthm, thonder rhTtbin, and tbtj do 

not need me with 'em, 
" That can overtone my choir like the bourdon 

from tite spire. 
"Avant-garde am I to these Lordi of dreadful 

rerelriea, 
" Iron Cyclops with an eye to confound the earth 

and sky, 
" Lore and Fear, Lore and Fear, neither one but 

both rerere, 
" And wbaterer grace ye deal let it be from courts 

of Bteel, 
" Set the gnns' emplacement then to ezpoond the 
Law to men," 
Saya the rhythm iron rhythm of the dram. 
"O ye coiners, sentence-jolnen, in a fatted, trades- 
man's land, 
"Here's evangel Pentecostal that all nations nndtr- 

stand, 
"When they speak before the battle fools and the- 
ories are dombl " 
God be with 'em, and the rhythm. 
And the rhythm, Iron rhythm, 
And the rolling thnnder rhythm 
Of the dromt 

There's a rhythm still and toneless with the wind 
amid the green. 
Of the drum, muffled drum. 
And there's arms reversed, and something 'neath a 
flag that goes between 
As they come, as they come. 
" Just a soldier, nothing more, such as all the ages 

bore 
" And as time and tide shall bear them till the ssn 
be sere and hoar," 
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S*7* the rliTtlnB, mnfled riiytlni, of Uk dmm. 
** No more am I reqniring of the keen brasea iTting 
" Tbaa ' Upa ' from the bogle — Maoe abots for the 

firing. 
" Hata off; atand aside; H ia all I'm decittng," 

Safs the ihTtlmi, mnfted rhjthm, of the dmm. 
" I am tfiythm, mnfled rbythm; Img and deep 

farewell go with faim, 
" Hands that bore their portioa timni^ tasks our 

nature needs most do, 
" Feet that stepped the anckiit rbrme of the bat- 

tle-mardi of Ttnae. 
" Blood or tribute, steel or gold, still Vae VieSa 

OS of old, 
" Stem and curt the message rmu taogfat to saais 

and sons of scma. 
** Chair a eano», vonld yon eaU? What else ore 

ire, one asd all? 
" Write it thns to dose bis span: * Here there liea 
a fightiwg aMW,*" 
Says the rhTthm, mnfled rhjthm, of the dmm. 
" O ^e forms nptm the hillride and ye cities hy the 

sea, 
" With the laog^ter of young modiers and the babes 

aboat the knee, 
" Tis a heart that once best for yon that is passing, 
still and domb, 
"To the rhythm, muffled rhythm, 
" To the rbythm, solemn rhythm, 
" To the slow and muffled rhythm 
" Of the dmm ! " 
ScribMer'e Magaaue E, SwtUm 
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IF! 

Suppose 'twere done! 

The Ian jard pulled <m every shotted gun ; 

Into the wheeling death-clntcfa sent 

Each millitmed armament, 

To grapple there 

On land, on sea and under, and in airl 

Suppose at last 'twere come — 

Nov, whQe ead bourse and shop and mill in 

dumb 
And arsenals and dockyards hum, — 
Now all cranplete, supreme. 
That Tast, Satanic dream I — 

Each field were trampled, soaked, 

Each stream dyed, choked, 

Each leaguered cify and blockaded port 

Made famine's sport; 

The emp^ wave 

Made reeling dreadnought's grave; 

Cathedral, castle, gallery, smoking fell 

'Neath bomb and shell; 

In deathlike trance 

Lay industry, finance; 

Two thonsand years' 

Bequest, achlerenKnt, saving dis^ipears. 

In blood and tears. 

In widowed woe 

That slum and palace equal know, 

In civiliaatjon's suicide^ — 

What served thereby, iriiat satisfied? 

For justice, freedom, right, what wroogbt? 

Nacoht ! — 

Save, after the great cataclysm, perhap 
On the world's shaken map 
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Ner Una, bwr near or {mi, 
Bindiiur to Ktttf or Cskt 
In fostering lute 
Some ncwlj rsMaled state; 
And puaka, lost and pride made satUte; 
And jnst a tnoe 

Of UageriDg mile on Satan's faee I 
Bottom Newa Bmremm Sarikolomtm F. Grifin 

PRELUDE 

Embracfng the woman I lore, I stood bj the stream 
that circles the town I lore in the peace of the 

And I lored the jojotu and cmel leash of life at mj 

tiiraat, 
And I loved the peace in the soul of the woman I 

lore, and I knew Out the &et of her bean^ was 

cast in a sea of peace. 
I loTcd the silrer-blne flood of the moon that flowed 

over the qniet town 
And the trees that shaded the stream and the town 

I We; 
(For Nature is perSMial always to me and is never 

untrue and intmsire.) 
The garmlons, intimate talk of the trees, I lored; 
And the birds asleep in their nests in the trees. 
And the rosy wet-monthed babes that nerer have 

minted speech, asleep in the quiet town and 

kissed I^ the warm and mothering ni|^t — 
The merry nncertain tentative falling leaves that fell 

on the rocks and the path and were carried 

lan^ng away by the mnsical stream, I loved. 
And the sentient gaiety of the flowers I felt were 

near and knew my affection, I loved; 
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And the nd^iborly boistcroiu wind that trampled in 

play acrosa tfie yellowing wheat; 
And the cattle that lay in the meadow ; 
And the moonlight that hid in the silver pheea of the 

birch by tite gate,' I loved; 
And the moonlight that lay like frost that had orer- 

slept on the Summer grass; 
And I loved the peaceful, close-breathing, embracing 

night that breathed the scent of unseen flowers ' 

and the fragrance of the woman I lore. 

Ancient and cruel songs passed deathward into the 

night. 
And symbols of ancient wrongs went moomfnlly by 

and sway, 
And the peace that is finally done with old desires 

and with conquering 
Caressingly laid her dieek, with illinutable qnietode, 

between my cheek and the cheek of the woman 

I love. 
And the three of us were one as we stood by the 

stream in the peace of the Snnuner nlg^t. 

The silence gathered and rolled above ns fold open 

exquisite fold. 
Till tenderness made uk eager to shout and to iliig 

aloud in the positive light of Day, 
And to see the early m»whing ann brushing the fields 

and the town I love with his gtdd-shod feet, 
And wrapping the flowers and the intimate personal 

trees in the sodden flame of his breath. 

Christ; Christ; Christ; — 
That this day dawned; 
Peace; Peace; Peace — 
Baped and manned and dead, 
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And nraie to Ibj » healing hand for ease- 
ment on her bead. 

War; War; War — 
Came witfi withering d^. 
Ancient cmel loiiga 
From red throata hurled 
And none to dng a healing acmg of peace in 
■11 the world. 

The annlight ii a wound to me and Jeans Christ has 

rotted ovemlpitf 
And peace is now a corpse whose naked body lies half 

eaiA upon a shield. 
The morning wind has grown a hawk's strong daws. 
And nothing things my heart so near to bretOdng as 

sunlight surging over the long gnus. 
Tlu Mauet Edwumd MeKama 



THE OTHER ARMY 

O'er mined road past dragged field. 
O'er twisted stones of shaken street, 

Marches an army terrible. 

The army of the bleeding feet^ — 

Of skirted feet that now first leave 
Immaeulate field and kitchen floOT, — 

Old feet that slept beside the hearth. 
Wee feet that twinkled I^ the door. 

To strange world past the parish line 

(More strange with sound and si^t to^y), 

Beemited fast at every hedge. 
The gathering army takes its way. 
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Coomisnden? Aye, thej trjidge ahead, — 
Not badge bnt babe on ererj breaat. 

The troths? They straggle at bcr skirt, 
Fran tot to crone, in ranks ill-drert. 

And uniformed — in rnsty best 

Frmn cedam chests and linen bags; 

Ah, rongh the roads and chill the winds 
To sabots split and sudden rags ! 

Equipment P Aye, 'tis famished well, 
This army of the old and young, — 

On shoulder bent a bundle small, 
A doll from little fingers swung I 

Almost complete — it <Kily lacks 

The battle oath and cheer and song; 

Sare infant tret and agM si^. 
Now dumbly marches it along. 

Past gaping window, roof and sill 

It fares to red horixon's edge. 
Past blat^ened fnrrow, hearth and fane^— 

And fast it grows at every hedge! 
Botton Nem Bureau Biwikoltmew F. Griff* 

THE BUGLE 

Oh calling, and calling, at the rising of the sun. 
Hark the bug^e clearly singing witb the swallows 
widely winging 
In the morning just begun. 
" You are going to the flowing of the traffic-roaring 

street, 
" To the toiling and turmoiliag, and thoogh tail for 
man be meet, 
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" la it all, iM it all, tiros to plod and teed uid ernrl^ 
" la tiwre. not a thooglit .to stray from yoni task from 
daj to day? 
"Ah, December followa May; leavea will falll 
" For the glory gcme bef<«e joa, 
" Tor the motiier>breaat beat o'er yon, 
" The good earth that bore yon, 
"I caU, I call!" 

^1 calBng, and calling, aa the morning mista nrt* 

Harit the bible's keen upbraiding that tme hearts 
are more than trading 
And that steel ia more than gold. 
" la there aeeming in joor dreaming of an endleaa 

golden day? * 
" Ne'er were powers, ne'er were towers, bnt nnchez- 
ished would decay. 
" Follow through, follow through, foaming wake 
and throbbing screw, 
" All your fair and broad dominiona with the sea- 
gull's waving piniona, 
" What bnt swords that did them win once, 
holda them all? 
" For the thousand years behind yon, 
" For the slothful cords that bind yoo, 
" The future that may find yon, 
"I caU, 1 call!" 

' Oh calling, and calling, when the twili^t stars 

are bom, 
Harit the bugle's fierce complsdning — ^" Labw — 

labor — atill sustaining, 
" Unreqoited, laughed to scorn ! 
" Wheels are humming, you are coming to your fiie4U 

warmth and eaae, 

IflO 



D.g.tizecbyCoOgle 



" Aak tht teachers, uk the prescbers who declaim of 
' love ' and ' peace,' 
" What to do, what to do, if no more my signal 
Uew 
" By the N<Hthem ocean-strands, oq the scorching 
desert sands, 
"Or beneath the tropic lands' steamy pall? 
" For yo«ir plenteons bin and board, dott 
" For ' all things in order stored,' now, 
" For Bl^t, for the Lord, now, 
"I call, I caU!" 

Ob calling, and calling, when the dark is dosing 
dowSj 
Hark the bngle dearly crying of the fame beyond all 
dying, 
And Ute lanrel, and the crown. 
" Heroes sworded — splendors boarded by enshrining 

ecntnriea, 
" life or living — theirs tbe giving — greater lore 
hod none than these! 
" Can it be, can it be, amis of steel on land and sea, 
" Song and story weft of war-woof, blood and breed 
from sires of war-proof, 
" That ye stand to snch a lore proof, one and all? 
" For the glory gone before yon, 
" For the mother-breast bent o'er yon, 
" The good earth that bore yOD, 
"I call, I caU!" 
Infantry Jottrnal E. Sutttm 

HE WEKT FOR A SOLDIER 
He marched away with a blithe young score of him 

With tlie first volonteers, 
Cleai^yed and clean and sound to the core of him, 

BInshing nnder the cheers. 
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They were fine, new fl«gi that swung a-fljing tlieie. 
Oh, the pretty girls he ^impsed a-erTing there, 

Pdttag him with pinks and with roses — 

BiUy, the SoUier Boy ■ 

Not very clear in the kind yoong heart of him 

What the fast was about, 
But the flowers and the flags seemed part of him — 

The mnsic drowned his doubt. 
It's a fine, brave al^t they were a-coning there 
To the gay, bold tone they kqpt a-dnunming there, 

WMe tbc boasting fifes shrilled jauntily — 

BiUy, tbe Soldier Boy! 

Soon he is one with the blinding snu^ of it — 

VaiUef and corse and groan: 
Hwn he has done with the knightly joke «f ft — 

It's rending flesh and btme. 
There are pain-erased animals a-sbri^ing there 
And a warm blood stench that is a-rceking there; 

He fights like a rat in s comer — 

Billy, the Soldier BoyI 

There he lies now, like a i^iouliA score of him, 

Left on the field for dead: 
The ground all round is smeared with the gore of 

Even the leaves are red. 
The Thing that was Billy lies a-dying there. 
Writhing and s-twistlng and a-crying there; 

A sickentng son grins down on him — 

Billy, the Soldier Boy! 

Still not quite clear In the poo>, wrung heart of him 

What the fuss was about. 
See where he lies — or a ghastly part of him — 

While life is oosing out: 
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Tbere are lostluonie thingi he lees a-crftwUng there; 
There are hoarte-Toiced ciowa he heari a-calling 
there. 

Eager for the foal feast spread for then — 

Billr, the Soldier Boy I 

How muck longer, lord, thaU iw bear it attf 

How many more red geanf 
Storg it atut glory it and thare it all, 

I» teat of blood and teartf 
They are braggart attitudet we've worn to long; 
They are tintel platitmdet we've twom to long — 

We who have turned the Devil't Orindttone, 

Borne nritk the hell called War! 

Smart Set Buih Comfort XiteheU 



SIX SOKNETS 

(August. 1914) 

I 

TO WTLUAIC TATSOM Df SVOUUTD 

Singer of England's ire across the sea, 
Your austere voice, electric from the deep, 
Speaks our own yearning, and oar spirits sweep 
To Europe's allied honor. — Painfully, 
Bowed witli a planet's lonely harden, we 
Held OUT hot hearts in leosh, bat now they leap 
Their ban, like yoong hoands belling from their keep. 
To bait the Teuton wolf of tyranny. 

What! Would he throw us sops of sogared art 
And poisoned commerce, snarling: " So ! lie still 
Till I have shown my fangs, and torn the heart 
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Ot bait the world, and gorged in; sangoiiie I 
Now, England, let him see: Rage u he will. 
He cannot tear oar plighted bodIb apart. 



AKBBICAN NEDTBAUTT ' 

How ahaU we keep pit armed omtrality 
With onr ovn sooli } Onr souls belie oar Ijps, 
That seek to bold oar passion in eclipse 
And hide the wonnd of oor sharp synipathj. 
Saying: "One's neigfabw differs; he might be 
Kindled to wrath, were one to wield the whips 
Of. Truth." Great God ! A red Apocaljpse 
Flames on the blinded World: and what do we? 

Peace! do we cry? Peace is the godlike plan 

We love and dedicate oar childreo to; 

Yet England's caose is oars: The ri^ta of nuui. 

Which little Belgium battles for anew. 

Shall me lecsmt? No! — Being American, 

Oor sools cannot keep neutral and keep tme. 



Peace! — Bnt there is nopeace. To hug tbethon^t. 

Is bnt to clasp a lover wfao thinks lies. 

Go: look yoor earnest neither in the eyes 

And read the answer there. Peace is not bought 

By distance from the fight. Peace most be fou|^t 

And bled for: 'tis a dream whose horrid price 

Is hag^ed for by dread realities; 

Peace is not paid till dreamers are distraught. 

Would we not close onr ears against these ills, 
Urging our hearts; "Be calmJ America 
Is called soon to rebuild a worid." — But ah I 
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How sludl we nobly build witli nentral willa? 
Can we be calm while Belgian angniBh thrills? 
Or would we crown with peace — Calignla ? 



Patience — but peace of heart we cannot cboooe; 
Nor would he wish us crarenly to keep 
Aloof, in aonl, wbo — large in itatesmaaihip 
And juftice — lent onr fhips to Vera Cms. 
Patience mnst- wring our heazti, while we refnae 
To launch onr coontrf cm that aboBon deep 
Which breaks the dikes of Europe, but we sleep 
Watchful, still waiting hj the awful fuse. 

^^fldom he counsels, and he counsels well 
Whoae patient fortitude against the fret 
And sneer of time has stood inviolable 
We love his goodness and will not forget 
Witfa him we paUse beside the mouth of hell: — 
The wolf of Europe. has not triumphed yet 



K&ITPFISM 

Crowned on the twilight battlefield, there bends 
A crocked iron dwarf, and delves for gold. 
Chuckling: " One hundred thousand gatlings- 

soldt" 
And the moon rises, and a moaning rends 
The mangled living, and the dead distends. 
And a child cowers on the chartleas wold. 
Where, searching In his safety vank ot mold, 
The kobidd kaiser cuts his dividends. 

We, wbo still wage his battles, are his thralls^ 
And dying do him homage: yea, and give 
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Dsil; onr living loula to be enticed 
Into hii power. So long aa an wn'a wkUj 
We build engines of death Uut be may live. 
So long shall ire serre Krupp instead of Christ. 



THX &B*Ii OBIMAKT 

Bismarck — or rapt Beethoven with his dreamst 

Ah, which was blind? Or which bespt^ his race? — 

That breed which nnrtored Heine's bannttiig grace. 

And Goethe, mastering Olympic themes 

Of meditation, Mosart's g<dden ^eams. 

And Lelbnita charting realms of time and space. 

Great-hearted Schiller, and that fairy brace 

Of brothers who first trailed tlte goblin streams. 

Bismart^ for these boilded an iron tomb. 
And clanged the door, and tamed a kaiser's key; 
And simple folk that once danced merrily 
Their May-ring rites, march now in roaring glo<»i 
Toward that renascent dawn when the black womb 
Of boried guns gives birth to Germany. 
Botton Trantcript Ptrcj/ MacKage 



LITANY OF NATIONS 



Aeons of old were wandering down the seas. 

When Hmoer sang at Chios — and the sweet 
Tranqoillity of marching silences 
Was broken at my feet 

IM 
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Ortat datmt have tJumm the tvajr 
When we have wandered. 

Qod, IN the batile imu/. 
What have we tqmoMderedf 



Avid and R<nna& bom in xml and «enM» 

Maater of all ebe bnt myaelf waa I, 
Wlien, boond l^ aUken cords of indolotee, 
I lav the world go hy. 



Bsvaging, roTitering and repenting — aave 

In itory and the regions of romance, 
Biiea the moon aa whom more mad and brave, 
Or beantifnl than France? 



Once German arma and German armiea burled 

Thondera on Rome. Than mine no readier ba 
Wonld wake the violin and woo the world. 
Were it a fairyland. 

ADRRIA-HUNOAKT 

Mine ia a boose divided but upheld 

By the sheer force of many hemming powers. 
Ages, like forests, have been hewn and felled 
To bnild my crmnbling towers. 



Gray winters flonrisb and old empires fail ; 

And atlll the starry watchmen sally forth 
Aa wardens, with me, of the froaen grail 
And ramparts of the north. 
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Stabbing tbe skiea tar tUn ud aii in wUA 

To buk ftwbfle ud breathe — shall ire rema 
Simplf the little brotben of the rich? 
God! have we fon^t in Tain? 



Strong waa my lonl in war and wise in peace. 

On whom dae was the Moslem rangaard hnrled? 
O bat far me had any Genoese 

Sailed and brought badb a world? 



Hi^ noons and sunsets pass while I repeat 
The world-old secret of the endless quest; 
And with the natjona ageing at mj feet, 
I OTerio<A the west. 
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Flecking the seas where war and tempest brew. 

And biding tilt the gmfalons are furled, 
Mj British sails have dared and driven thzongh 
Thunders that sho<^ the world. 



Westward the tide of empire ebbs and flows: 

And westward where tbe new-world torches rise 
And rout tbe night, the Great Da; daWning gtows 
And kindles in m; eyes. 



Amid die warring peoples I that slept 
' And dreamt of wide dominion — confident, 
Ambitions, .urging, conquering — have stcpt 
Out from the orient. 
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Glory and power tor agea iud been mine. 

Until upon me fell a. sodden night, 
Snch u makes beacon-star republics shine: 
And my eyes sair the lij^t 



In infidel debate on whence and why. 

They hiss my God,' and know not whether hale 
And wise, or worn and withering am I, 
Behind the crimson veil. 

Great daxoiu hat/e ihovm the nwy 

Wht* ret have wandered. 
God, Mt the hatUe rway, 

JFkat have we tquanderedf 
The International WiUiam Griffith 

TO THE NECROPHILE 

{After reading of the affectionate detire of Germany 
" to get doter to France," eapretied by the Ger- 
man Secretary of State to the Britiih Ambateador 
at Beriin. at publuhed in the Britith White Paperi. 

With love are yon gtme mad, O lorer of France, 
Tbnt yon shonld be embracing with yoar arms 
Her gory body for the gore that warms 
Only a monster in his dalliance? 
Alas! she is alive with her alarms. 
Unwilling yet for the enraged romance. 
Aasanlt her sacredness of Paris, lance 
Her flank with snch a wound as has its charms. 

For yon who want for your obscene amoors 
The' body of a tonl that is not yoora. 
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For yon who wuit » wound to enter l^. 
For yoD who want m corpae npoo your heftrb 
Coo[diiig with France if France would only die. 
Not yoon the bnman tow : * Till daatk m» 
fort!" 
Tke Tmd WaUr Conrad Antuherg 



LOUVAIN 

Bleeding and torn, rarisbed with iword and flame. 
By that blaaphemer prince, who with the name 
Of God upon hia lipa betrayed the itate 
He falsely swore to hold inviidate. 
Made mad by pride and reckleas of the rod, 
Shaking hia mailed flat in tiw face of Ood. 
But not in vain her martyrdom. Lonrain, 
Like the loave maid of France Bball iIk again; 
Above her clotted hair a crown ahall ahine. 
From her dark aahes riae a hallowed ahrine 
Where pilgrims from far lands shall heal their pain, 
Shrived by the sacred sorrow of Louvaln. 
Harper't Weeklg Oliver Herford 



THE ANCIENT SACRIFICE 

Ye dead and gcsie great armies of tlie world, 

Sweet gleam the flelds where je were used to paaa, 
With Death tor leader, legioned like the grass. 

Day after day by dews of morning pearled. 

Ye dead and gone great armies, ye were burled 
'Gainst other armies, great and dead and gone, 
In awful dai^: ye died before the dawn, 

Ne'er knowing how yoor flags in peace are furled! 
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Ye arc the Ull fair foresti that were feUed 

To boild a pTre for strife tliat it might eeaae; 
Ye are the white lambs slao^tered to bring peace; 

Ye are the iwcet flhips fltmk that storm be quelled; 
And ye are lilies plotted and set like stars 
Abont the blood-stained shrine of bygMie want 
Tke Bellman Mahlo» Leonard Fither 



THE PIPES OP THE NORTH 

Do ;e hear 'em sternly sonndin' thiongh the noises 
of the street, 
O heart from the heather overseas? 
Do ;e leap op to greet 'em, docs yoor poise skip a 
beat? 
There's s lad with a plaid and naked knees. 
Here where all is strange and foreign to the swing 

of Itilt and sponan. 
With his head prond and high and a llghtin' in his ^e> 
He's skirlin' 'em, he's dirlin' 'em, he's blowln' like 
a storm — 
O pipes of the North, O the pibroch poorin' forth, 
Yon're fierce and loud as Winter bat ye make the 
blood ran warm! 

All the battle-names of story, all the jewel-names of 
song 
Down the spate of the clangor swing and reel. 
And the claymores come a-flashin' for a thousand 
years along 
From Can-More to bonnie Charlie and Lochlel. 
Though the high-singin' bn^e and the brasen crasbin' 
fngue-U — 
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With the drum and the fife — wake the I 

lioet to life. 
But nel^iiii' 'em, and brajia' 'em, and •hatterin' 

>U theolr, 
O pipes of the North, when the legion* thunder 

forth 
There's nan^t like ye to lift 'em on to death or 

glory there! 

Now he tones an ancient dit^ for the leal Hlg^dand 

lover, 
A rill of the monntain clear and pore. 
How the bee li in the blossom and the peewit passin' 

over 
And the dond-shadowa chasin' on the moor. 
Haik the carol of the chanter roUidun' a ^eltln' 

canter. 
And the hum of tfae dnmes with their " wlnd- 

arlsin' " tones ! 
He's flightin' 'em, he's kitin' 'em, he's flingin* gaj 

and free — . 
O pipes of the North, when the reel comes tmnblin' - 

forth 
Tis the breese amid the bracken or the wavelets on 

the sea! 

Now haric the wrechin' sob of it, the " wild with all 

regret," 
O heart from the heather overseas, 
For the homeland of your fathers, though yon've 

never known it yet, 
'Tween Tay and the ooter Hebrides. 
O the rugged misty Hlg^ands, O the grim and 

lonely islands. 
And the solemn fir and pine, and the grey tormented 

brine — 

in 
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He's trsilin' 'em, he't Tallin* *em, to tear your 

boaom's coiel 
O pipei' of the North, when the long lament goea 

forth 
No sorrow's left to ntter, for the tongae can say no 

moret 

Ob, BretiMi pipes are clear and strong, and Irish 
pipes are sreet 
And soft upon the heather overseas, 
Bot Scottish aye can take yonr throat or make ye 
swing yonr feet, 
O bark ^e lad a-psddlin' on the keys! 
See him footin' straight and proud throngb the woD- 

der-gawkin' crowd, 
With bis feathered Glengarry like a gan at the carry; 
He's bellin' 'em, he's jrellin' 'em, he's skirlin' bi^ 
to yoo — 
O pipes of the North, O the wHd notes rosbin' forth, 
Te're sure the wings of Gaelic souls as far as blood 
is trnel 
Scribntf't MagoMme E. Suttom 



OUT OF BABYLON 

As I stole out of Babylon beytnd the stolid ward> 
ers, 
(Hy sonl that dwelt in Babylon long, longago !^ 
The sound of cymbals and of lutes, of viols and re- 
corders. 
Came np from khan and caravan, lond and low. 

As I crept out of Babylon, the clangor and the babel. 
The strife of life, the bagging in the square and 
mart, 
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Of the men who went in Mffron and the men vho 
went in sable. 
It twe me and it wore me, yea, U wore my heart. 

Aa I fled oat of Bal^lon, the cnbHa of the towers 

They aeemed in very mockery to bar my way; 
The inccnae of the altars, and the hanging-garden 
flowers, 
Tbey lured me with their glamour, but I would not 
stay. 

We still flee out of Babyltm, ita vending and ita rying, 
Its crying np to Mammon, tta bowing down to Baal ; 
We still flee out of Babylon, its sobbing and its sigh- 
ing. 
Where the strong grow crcr stronger, and the 
weary faUI 

We still flee ont of Babylon, the feverish, the fret- 
ful, 
That sapa the sweetness of the soul and leaves bnt 
a rind; 
We still flee ont of Babyhni, and fain would be for- 
getful 
Of all within that thrall of wall threatening behind I 

Oh, Babylon, oh, Babylon, yonr tcriling and yonr 

teeming, 
Yonr canyona and yonr wonder-weahh, — not for 

such aa we J 
We who have fled from Babylon contented are with 



Dreaming of earth'a loveliness, happy to be free I 
The Bellmm CUniim SeoOard 
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" FUNERE MERSrr ACERBO " 

(Written by GUuii Cardueei at the death of Kit 
ItHIa »o» Dante, and addreteed to hw brother Dante, 
who had taken Aw own life year* before.) 

O thon smong the Tnsean hills aaleep. 
Laid with our father in one grauy bed, 
Faintly, through the green sod above thj bead. 

Halt thon not heard a plaintive child's voice ireep? 

It is my little sod — at thj dark keep 

Be knocketh, he who wore tiijr name, thy dread 
And sacred name; he too this life hath fled, 

Whose ways, my brother, thon didat find so steep. 

Among the flower-borders as he played. 

By sonny, childish visions smiled npon. 

The Shadow canght him to that world how other^— 

Thy world long since ! So now to that chill shade, 
Ob, welcome hiint as badcward toward the son 
He turns his bead, to look, and call his mother. 
The Bellman Ruth Shepard Phelpa 



AFTERWARDS 

There was a day when death to me meant tears, 
And tearful takings-leave that had to be. 
And awed embarkings on an nnshored sea. 
And sodden disarrangement of the years. 
But now I know that nothing interferes 
With the fixed forces when a tired man dies; 
That death is only answerings and replies, 
The chiming of a bell which no one hears. 
The casual slanting of a half-^peat son. 
The soft recessional of n(^e and coH, 
The coveted something time nor age can spoil; 

IS5 
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I know it la a fabric finely apnn 
Between the stun and darit; to seixe sod keep, 
Sodi glad- romances as we read in sleep. 
Bottom Trantcript MaJdon heonard Fit\er 

EVENING 

Go, little sorrows I From the evening wood 

Faint odors rise, that toocik the heart like tears 

Wth inarticalate comfort. Lo, she bears 

A weary load — small cares that dmg the blood. 

Small envies, sick desires for luaex good, — 

All day, till now the eremng re-appears. 

They drop away, and she with wonder rears 

Her aching height from needless serritode. 

The tree-tops are all mnsic ; lig^t and soft 

The brodc's small feet go HnHlng toward tlie sea 

Bearing the little day's distress afar; 

While yonder, in the stillness set aloft. 

My one great Grief, still glimmering down on me. 

Smiles tremnlons as a bereavM Star. 

Yale Bemew ChatiotU WHiok 



LIGHTS THHOUGH THE MIST 

Some for the sadness and sweetness of far evening 
beUs, 
Seeming to call a tryst, 
Ye^ for my choice, all the comfort and kindness that 
wells 
From hf^ta throng. the mist 

In the dim dusk so unreal that it seems like a dream 
Hard for the heart to resist, 
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MdUowing the pain of the. eloae-djswing dartawM, 
they strum, 
Lights through the miit. 

BloTTcd to new hetmty, the bkea sad the brovni uid 
tile gnya 
SiiiiamcT with soft amethjit; 
Then Ood'a own glory of gold u it ahlnet throng 
the haie, , 

Lights tbroagh the mist! 
Centmty WiUiam Rote Benit 

THE TWELVE-FORTY-FIVE 

(Fob Eswabs J. Whbexxk) 

Within the Jersey City shed 

The engine coughs and shakes its head. 

The smoke, a plmne of red and white, 

Wares madly in the face of ni^t. 

And now the grave, incnrions stars 

Gleam on the groaning, hnrrying cars. 

Against the kind and awfnl reign 

OS doricness, this our angry train, 

A noisy little rebel, ponts 

Its brief defiance, flames and shoots — 

And passes on, and leaves no trace. 

For darkness holds its ancient place. 

Serene and absolnte, the king 

Unchanged, of every living thing. 

The houses lie obscnre and still 

In Rntherford and Carlton Hill. 

Onr lamps intensify the darit 

Of slnmbering Passaic Park. 

And quiet holds the weary feet 

That daily tramp throngh Prospect Street. 

W7 
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What thon^ we clang sad dank «nd nwr 

ThroD^ sU Pasuic'i streeta? No dooi 

Will open, not on eye will see 

Who this load vagabond may be. 

Upon my crimson coahioned seatj 

In mannfactnred light and heat, 

I feel annatnral and mean. 

Outside the town* are cool and clean; 

Cnrtained awhile from sound and si^it 

Thej take God's gradona gift of nig^t. 

The stars are watchful over them. 

On Clifton as oa Bethlehem 

The angels, leaning down the sky. 

Shed peace and gentled dreams. And I — 

I ride, I blasphcmonsly ride 

Through all the silent countryside. 

The engine's shriek, the headli^t's glare, 

PoUnte the still nocturnal air. 

The cotUges of Lake View sig^ 

And sleeping, frown as we pass by. 

Why, even strident Pateraon 

Rests quietly as any nun. 

Her foolish warring children keep 

The grateful armistice of sleep. 

For what tremendous errand's sake 

Are we so blatantly awake? 

What predous secret is onr freight? 

What king must be abroad so late? 

Perhaps Deatii roams the bills to-night 

And we rush forth to give him fight 

Or else, perhaps, we speed his way 

To some remote unthinking prey. 

Perhaps a wonutn writhes in pain 

And listens — listens for the train ! 

The train, that like an angel sings. 

The train, wildi healing on its wings. 
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Now "Hawthorne!" the cmdnctor cries. 

My neighbor starts and mbs his eyes. 

He hiu^es yawning through the car 

And steps out where the houses are. 

This is the reason of oar qnest! 

Not wantonly we break the rest 

Of town and vUlsge, nor do we 

Lightly profane night's sanctity. 

What Lore commands the train fulfils. 

And beantifnl npon the hills 

Are these our feet of burnished steeL 

Subtly and certainly I feel 

That Glen Bock welcomes ns to her 

And silent Ridgewood seems to stir 

And smile, because she knows the train 

Has brought her children back again. 

We carry people home — and so 

God speeds ns, wheresoe'er we go. 

Ht^okns, Waldwick, Allendale 

Lift sleepy heads to give us haiL 

In Ramsey, Mahwsh, Saffem, stand 

Honses that wistfully demand 

A father — son — some human thing 

That this, the midnight train, may bring. 

The trains that travel in the day 

They hurry folks to work or play. 

The midnight train is slow and old 

But of it let this thing be told, 

To its high honor be it said, 

It carries people home to bed. 

My cottage lamp shines white and dear. 

God bless the train that brought me here ! 

Smart Set Jogce KHmtr 
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THE LAST DEMAND 

life, yoa have braiaed me and chilled me; Fate, y«o 

bare jeered at m^ pain; 
Dreapu, jod have mocked while yon thrilled me — 

■o I torn to the battle again. 
Lore, 70a hare blesaed me and led me ; the Upi that 

have killed yoDj yoq amite; 
Hope, yon hare urged me and fled me — but left !■ 

the joy of the figfati 

Never was I a coward! Now most I prove my 

worth. 
World, I will give yoo my coorage; not tean bat a 

bard-boogfat mirth. 
Work of my hands I grant yon, labor and tail of 

brain. 
Bat heart and soul shall be wanting — for they are 

dead of pain! 
Forward! A fight to the death, tbent Life is a 

sorry jest 
Ahead! To the thidi of tumult! Fate is a fool at 

the best 
Courage! The war goda are greatest! lain ia a 

false, fail light 

To arms ! For Dreams are frail bubbles, and Hope 

but a gong in the ni^t 
World, I cast down the gauntlet, for yoo were made 

to defy! 
Own me a foe for your mettle ! Ah, fighting let ma 

diet 
Love, Hope and Dreams I give yoo; Life I fling at 

your feet; 
I will drink to the dregs of the bitter — for race I 

had tasted of sweet! 
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Of one last tnmt I abaSl nh yoaj •teio, I will eUlin 

One racompeue yon shall gire me, balm I vill 

snatch f ran jeu. 
'Tis neither Fame nor Olory — toys to break and 

regret; 
I demand to conquer Memorj/l I dvttamd (kai I — 

forget. 
Tie Smart Set Pmth Baldm* 



GODSPEED! 

Thb aoni. »kaks: 

"Bodf o' mine — and most I lay tihee low? 
So long I hare looked ont from thy dear eye ! 
Ears that have bronght me song, and willing hands^ 
And feet that carrisd me to pleasant fields — 
Shall dnst claim all, and mnat I say good-bye? 
Godspeed!" 

Thb boot speaks: 

" Sister o' mine — I go from whmce I came, 
Perchance to bloom again, or if required. 
When time is ripe, to honse another sont 
Tbon art more wise than I^ yet recketh not. 
Oh, soul o' mine, that I at last am tired ! 
Godspeed ! " 
Southern Woman'a Magaeine Jane Belfield 

AT THE END OF THE ROAD 

This is tile tnith aa I 'see it, my dear. 

Out in the wind and the rahi: 
They who have nothing hare little to fear^— 
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NoUtlng to loM or to gain. 
Here 1^ the rood at the end o' the year> 
Let iu sit down and drink of oar beer, 
Happy-Oo-Lncky and her Cavalier, 

Out in the wind and the rain. 

Now we are old, hey, isn't it fine. 

Oat in the wind and the rain? 
Now we hare nothing, why snivel and whine? 

What would it bring ns again? 
When I was yoimg I took yon like wine, 
Held yon and kiss^ yon and thon^t yoo divine — 
Happy-Oo-Ladcy, the habit's still mine, 

Oat in the wind and the rain. 

Oh, my old Heart, what a life we have led, 

Out in the wind and the rain ! 
How we have drunken and how we have fed! 

Nothing to lose or to gain. 
Cover the fire now; get we to bed. 
I^jng is the journey and far has it led. 
Come, let ns sleep, lass, sleep like the dead. 

Oat in the wind and the rain. 
The BetlmM MaduoK Ctmei» 



] PATH-FLOWER 

A red-cap sang in Bishop's wood, 
A lark o'er Golder's lane. 

As I the April pathway trod 
Boond west for Willesden. 

At foot each tiny blade grew big 
And taller stood to hear, 

And every leaf on every twig 
Was like a little ear. 
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Aa I too puHcd, and both waya tried 
To catch the rippling rain, — 

So rtili, a hare kept at m; Bide 
His tosaock of diadain, — ■ 

Behind me cloae I heard a atep, 

A aoft [dt-pat snrpriae. 
And looking round my eyea fell deep 

Into aweet other eyea; 

l%e eyes like wella, vheie aim lies too. 
So clear and tmstfol brown. 

Without a bubble warning yon 
That here's a place to drown. 

" How many miles? " Her broken shoes 

Had told of more than one. 
She answered like a dreaming Mna^ 

" I came from lallngton." 

" So long a tramp? " Two gentJe nods, 

Then seemed to lift a wing. 
And words fell soft aa willow-bods, 

" I csme to find the Spring." 

A timid v<Aee, yet not afraid 

In ways so sweet to roam, 
Aa it with hcmey bees had played 

And conld no more go home. 

Her home! I saw the famnan lair, 
I heard the hucksters bawl, 

I stifled with the thidcened air 
Of bickering mart and staU. 

Without a tuppence for a ride. 
Her feet had set her free. 
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Her ng>, tliat decency defied. 
Seemed new with liberty. 

Bat ihe iru fraU. Who would might note 

That trail of bnngering 
That for sn hour she had forgot 

In wonder of the Spring. 

So shriven by faer joy ahe glowed 

It leemed a dn to chat. 
" A tea-slu^ ran^^ed off the rood; " 

Why did I think of that? 

Oh, fiaU, ao frail I I coohl have w^it,— 

But she waa passing on, 
And I but muddled " Yonll accept 

A penny for a ban? " 

Then np her little throat a apray 

Of rose climbed for it mnat; 
A wilding lost till aafe It lay 

Hid by her cnrlg of rost; 

And I aaw modestlea at fence 
With pride that bore no name; 

So old it was ahe knew not whence 
It sadden woke and came; 

Bnt that which shone of all most clear 

Was atartled, gadder thon^t 
That I ahould g^ve her badk the fear 

Of life she had forgot. 

And I Unshed for the wbrld we'd nude, 

PntUng God's hand aside. 
Till for the want of son and shade 

His little children died; 
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And blashcd that I who every jeu 
With Spring went up and down, 

Mtut greet a sonl that ached for her 
With "penny for a bun!" 

Stnui as a thief in holy place 

Whose ain upon him cries, 
I watched the flowers leave her face. 

The song go troat her eyes. 

Then she, sweet heart, she saw my root, 

And of her charity 
A hand of grace put softly out 

And took the coin from me. 

A red-cap sang in Bishop's wood, 

A laik o'er Golder's lane; 
But I, alone, itill glooming stood. 

And April plneked in rain; 

Till living words rang in my ears 

And sodden music played: 
Out of titeh taered tfunt om ken 

The woHd ikaU be reimade. 

Afar she turned her head and smiled 
As might have smiled the Spring, 

And hmnble as a wondering child 
I watched her vanishing. 
AO^mtie Monthly Olm TSford Dargan 

THE GOD-MAXER, MAN 

Nevermore 
Sba]! the shepherds of Arcady follow 

Pan's moods as he loUs hy the shore - 
Of tiie mere, or lies hid in the hollow; 
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NerermoTC 
Shah they aUrt at the sotind of hia reed fuhioned 
flntei 

Fallen mate 
An the strings of Apollo, 

His lyre uiil hia late; 
And the lips of the Memnona are mate 

Evermore ; 

And tiie gods of the NorUi, — ore titej dead oi for- 
getful, 
Oar Odin and Baldnr and Tborf 
Are they drank, or grown weary of worship and 
fretfal. 
Oar Odin and Baldnr and Thor? 

And into what night have the Orient deities strayed? 

YoQ swart gods of the Nile, in dosk splendors ar- 
rayed. 
Brooding lais and sombre Osiris, 
Yoa were gone ere the fragile papyros 

That bragged yon eternal decayed. 

The avatars 
But illomine their limited evens 

And vanish like pinning stars ; 
They are fixed in the whirling heavens 

No firmer than falling stars; 
Brief lords of the changing soal, they paas 
Like a breath frtHn the face of a j^ss. 
Or a blossom of summer blown shalloplike over 

The clover 
And tossed tides of grass. 

Sink to silence the psalms and tlie peans. 
The shibboleths ahift, and the faiths, 
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And the temples that chftUenged the teona ' 

Arc tcDBUted only hj wraitlu; 
Swoon to lilence the cymbals and psalters, 
The worship grow senseless and strange, 
And the mockers ask, "Where be thy altars?" 
Crying, "Nothing is changeless — but Change!" 
Yea, nothing seems changeless, bnt Change. 

And yet, through the creed wrecking yeara. 

One story forever appears: 

The tale of a City Supernal — 
The whisper of Something eternal — 
A passion, a hope and a vision 

That people the silence with Powers; 
A fable of meadows Elysisn 

Where Time enters not with hla Hours; — 
Manifold are the tale's variations. 

Race and dime ever tinting the dreams. 
Yet its essence, through endless mutations. 

Immutable fleams. 

Deathless, though godheads be dying, 

Surviving the creeds that expire. 
Illogical, reason defying, 

Lives that passionate, primal desire; 
Insistent, persistent, forever 
Man cries to the silences, " Never 

Shall Death reign the lord of the soul, 

Shall the dust be the ultimate goal — 
I wiU storm the black bastions of Night] 

I will tread where my vision has trod, 
I will set in the darkness a light. 

In the vastness, a god! " 

As the skull of the man grows brooder, so do his ( 
creeds; 
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And hi! godfl they are shaped in his image, and mii^ 

ror his needs; 
And he clothes them with tfamiden and besoty. 

He dothes them with mnsEc and fire. 
Seeing ao^ as he bows b; their altars. 

That he worships his own desire; 
And mixed with his trust there is terror, 

And mixed with his madness is rath, 
And every man grovels in error, 

Tet every man glimpses a tmth. 

For all of the creeds are false, and all of Uie creeds 

are tme; 
And low at the shrines where mj brothers bow, there 

will I bow too; 
For no form of a god, and no fashion 
Man has made in his desperate passion 
Bnt Is worthy some worship of mine; 
Kot too hot with a gross belief, 
Kor yet too cold with pride, 
I will bow me down where my brothers bow. 
Humble, bat open eyed. 
Evemmg Sun Don Margnit 
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THE BEST POETEY OF I9I4 

I. TEN BOOKS OF POETRT FOR A SHAU^ 
LIBRART. 

* TJU Baft I K»avi. By Paid OlamUL Trami^afd from 
tlU FtmmA by TfTMd ProMOM owl WHUam Bon B*»it. 
(Yale UnivcTsltr Ptcmi flJO net) A vcdume of prote 
poenu b^ one of tbe grestegt poets Uvlng In the worid 
to-d«;. AltbDngfa Paul Qandd ta nnknoira to En^lih 
readen, his influence !• tbe strODgeat Bbaping force tben 
U on tbe young poetiy of mott European conntrlea. Tblt 
voloDie is aa much of a literary event as tlie pnbllctttloni 
of Jofan Synge'B flrtt volume in thte conntrj. I know of no 
Uring irrito' of whom we may more confidently predict 

' immortality for hia worlc The preaent volnme rerala the 
soul of China lb wonderful strophes, and though perhap* 
the sllgfatest of Claudel's books, is the Tidome by which 
Clsadel may be most fittingly Introduced to tbe American 
public If any reader can set down this T<riunte witbont 
realising tfaat a great new force in Uterstnre and life has 
been bom into tbe world, be is Incapable of JmaglnaUTB 
appreciation. 

* Tht Singlt Bomnd: Potm* of a Lifttim*. Bf BmBf 
DiOuo*. (Little, Brown, & Co.i flJA net) A new 
▼dome bj one of the world's great spiritual artists, whtcb 
contains much poetry that Is Imperishable as an integral 
part of American literature. With Blak^s naked unemn- 
promislng vlsloo, and bis absorption in tbe eternal shadow! 
of mortality, she baa a personal and fragrant beau^ of 
feeling and ecpresaion which is nniqne and Incomparable. 
Her rersea are like flashes of lightning Illumining tbe 
chaos of our material ezlatence. TJU iSJayta Sovad is tbe 
rldi legacy of a great spiritual ima^uatlon. There an 
few bDoks in American poetty of which we can more cod- 
fidently predict Immortality. 

* ColUoUd Potmt. Bf Iformiat OaU. (Macmlllani 91-M 
net) Hie poet's choice of tite lyrics and longer poems by 
which he wishes to be definitely remembered. Indlspensa-. 
Ue to erery library. No poet since tbe Ellsabetbans has 
managed to etanvj such an Infectious Joy into pastoral 
poetry, and the best of these poems are permanent treaanre 
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trore for the knthologbt. Sneb ■ Tolumc m thb wonld 
nlone dlgnlf]r a Mtwrn. 

'Otorgiam PtMtrjf. BdUtd by B. V. (PntuBmi flJO 
Dct.) A sapcrb cidlectloii af repreaentatiTe poems bj the 
younger Bngllsb writers who have wan their reputation in 
ttte Ust four or five years. TUa book, which has gone 
through nine Engliab editions already, sbonld meet with 
as great anccess in tlii« conntiy. Here, and here ofily. will 
yon find the authentic yonnger singers adequately repre- 
sented by hitherto unpublished woric. If this rolume in- 
troduces Rupert Brooke and Lucelles Abercromble to 
AnMrica, it will have done our literature a service great 
enough to justify Its publication. 

* Tk» Congo and OtA«r Poem*. Bg FoeAs) lAndtag. 
(UacmUlani %\M net) A new volume of Terse by Mr. 
Undsay, wboae first book was the most slgniflcsot publica- 
Uon in American poetry last year. While this book does 
not mark an advance, many of the poems written to be 
chanted aloud fully sustain the poefs reputation, and tbe 
volume is graced with a selection of the best and less 
strident of the BAymM (o bt Tradod for Bread. As tbe 
poetic interpreter of the Middle West, Mr. Lindsay Is 
performing m great sodal service, as wdl as a great 
service to poetry by bringing it into the homes and tiearta 
of the people. TA« Pinmtn't Bail and I Btard Im- 
maimet Singing have qualities of permanence, and in the 
former Mr. Lindsay has perfected a new medium of poetic 
expressioD. But we are Id danger of losing sl^t of Mr. 
Lindsay's more delicate talent by which be is prdiminently 

* Tk4 Prttant Hour: A Bock of Posmi. fiy Psrey 
MaeKag4. (Macmlllani 81^ net) The poems dealing 
with the present war reaiBnn Mr. MacKay's authority of 
utterance, and tbe liest of the sonnets surpass William 
Watson's " The Purple East" Bnt it Is In " Fi^ " and 
"School" that tbe poet has at last found himself and in- 
vented a medium admirably fitted to express what he d«> 
rires. These two poems have all tbe distinction of Mase- 
fleld with the originality and shrewdneas of New Eng- 
land feeling, and a homeliness which is unique in con- 
temftorary poetry. The volume includes many poems of 
occasion, all adequate, and in the case of "Goethals" and 
one or two others, noble. So far, Mr. MacKaye's beat 
volume of poems. 

ISO 
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•Th» Compht$ PoMM of 8. Wair Miteh»tt. (Century 
Co.1 9S.0O net) Tbe deflnitive editkm of Dr. Mitchell's 
poetry revised acconllng to hii flniil wishes. It should 
serT« to nuUce known to the present gcaersUoii the grace- 
ful contonplatlve poetry of that rival to America's other 
dlstingulsbed physldan-poet. Dr. Holmes. Dr. Mitchell's 
poems of occasion at tbeir best are equal to the best of Dr. 
Holmes, while bis "Ode to a Lyrian Tomb" snrpaaaes 
"The Chambered NautUui." It is one of the anomalk* of 
literature that Dr. Mitchell's novels have so long over- 
shadowed his poetry. In this volume the best of his 
dramatic work is Included, and "Drake" Is a play of 
poetic distinction in Its way. Hie volume may rest pleas- 
antly with its peers on the same library shdf with the 
poems of Longfellow and Holmes. It U the harvest of 
six^ years devoted to poetry, 

* Stmgt for M* Sov Ag». By Jamet Opptttluim. 
(Century Co.: 91S& net.) The most significant volnme of 
new poetry of the year 1914, as Vachd Lindsay's Qenoral 
WilUam Booth Enttrt Into Hmm» was tbe mort significant 
volume of ISIS. With more sdf-coiMclous art than Whit- 
man, in tbe verse form which Whitman was ouce thought to 
have perfected, Mr. Oppenbeim slogs tbe Joys and sor- 
rows of the race now and to come. Tbe vision of these 
poems is swift and snre: their philosophy, mature and 
American. If there Is one volume of verse this year wbleh 
we might safely recommend to every American man and 
woouu) wbo has not read poetry before, it is this bookt 
where tbey wiU find their dreams and strivings sung and 
interpreted In a book which has qualltiu of greatness. 
Tbe form of these poems b so dlfflcult to shape perfectly 
that Mr. Oppenhelm's tedmlcal achievement can only be 
cbaraoteriied as masterly. Tbe volume is tbe only one in 
^licb the use of " pcdyrhytlunlc verse " can cUlm complete 
justification dnce Laavtt of Qra»*, and Its art is as in- 
dividual as its matter. So*gt for th» iVsic Ag* may re- 
affirm much of Whitman, but they do not echo him. Hie 
volume will prove more and more eatiafytng with each 
rereading. And its message to the American people may 
not pass unheeded. 

* TAs Grand Cami/on, and Othsr Po»m». By Etnry Van 
Dfk*. (Scrlbner: 9JSS net.) Poetry of tbe quality 
familiar to Dr. Van Dyke's readers, and fully equal to 
tbe poetry in his earlier volumes. To the more serious 
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poema kk added several dcU^fnllf i 

occackm, amoBg which Art Afrioolartt I* a cUwIc of its 

Und. 

•Tk» FKglU, amd OtiUr Pomu. By Otorft B*omrd 
Woodbtny. (MacmilUn fIJ5 net) Mr. Voodbcnft 
ibic«t Tolume of vene, in wbldi he girea exprc aa ton to 
manj moods of intdlectoBl beftnty and a phUoaophy of the 
Ideal akin to Sl^e^. It contains one lyric, Cowtntdf, 
abaolntdj peeriess and worth]' to be set bMlde Brawnln^ 
Tib Chtardiam Angtl, If it does not surpass it. ~ 
poems are the fralt of a ripe cnlture and a pw 
idealism thoronghlj American in Its voicing of its o 
One of the most completely satisfying rolvmeg of tiw 
y««r. 



TU XAtt of tm hoola primttd abot4 Md Ou /oUowfaf 
jt/MM tUU*:— 

*/« D*«p PlaeM. By Am»Ua Jo**fkkM Burr. (Dorant 
91.00 net) Pine dramatic monolognes and narrattve 
pocmSi which represent a great advance over Hiss Burr's 
prerloQB book. Jtihamt Is a worthy sequel to Tki BvgBtack 
t> tlU Fiw>di by William Morris. AUak U WUk Us 
Pati»tU and other narrBtlve poenis are rdated in a blank 
Terae of firm yet varied tnture. Miss Burr's dramatic 
imagination interprets Italy and England in hnman terraSi 
and travel has afforded her lyric opportunities to wtiidl 
■he has responded sensitively and well. With this volmne 
Hiss Burr has come to stay. 

*na LiUh King. By WUUr Bgnn^r. (Kenneri^t 
tM net) A rtark one-act play in Verse of swift sure 
dramatic nerve about the little son of Harle Antoinette. 
With great economy of material, and vivid Ustoric tm.gtnf- 
tion, lie has made Th« LUtU £«■; hnman and poignant In 
Us brief littU tragedy. 

'Bartk DritUi, md OtiUr Bhytlmie Miaqtst. By BU*t 
airman mtd Maty Ftrry Kimg. (Kennerlcyi V.M net) 
Four masques of earth with Hr. Carman's <rid familiar 
lyric quality directed Into fresh and living chaimds. Each 
of them would afford a rare ddl^ to an andlenee, par- 
ticularly If accompanied by the rhythmic dances which 
have been designed for them by Mary Ferry King. 
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*Po#«Mil Workt. By Sdvord Dovd»n. In tm> w>l- 
«aM«. (Dnttoni <4.00 net) A pcnnanent and integnl 
part of En^lsh literature. It la graUfjliig to Bud tudy 
Jutke done at last to the merits of tbe late ProfesBor 
Dowdco as a poet Thote who care for tbe work of Mr. 
Woodberry wlU find tbe iaine qnalitlea in Dowden'i poetry, 
but In a lai^r and inare authoritative voice. Moreover, 
be Is ooe of tbe great nlneteentb centary aoimeteen. HU 
many hymns to Intellectual beauty have not an undU- 
tlngulsbed line in tbem, and aa a lyric poet bis singing 
quality Is Infectious. This is the first edition of his poenil 
since 1BT8, and contains many which bare never beoi 
collected before. The second volume is a pleasant transla- 
tion of Goeth^t, Tks W§tt Eatttm Dleon. It will not 
greatly interest admirers of Prof. Dowden's work, and 
should be sold separately. 

*Bord*rtmdt and ThoroughfoTM. By WUftid WU*o» 
GVitom. (Macmillani 91J15 net) Mr. Glbscn's fourth 
v<dnme in three years. Tbougb not equal to his eariler 
books, it will well repay tbe tover of poetry. The first 
section, entlUed Bordtrlondt consists of three dramatic 
dialogues In free verse which aim with some success to be 
simple, sensuous, and passionate. Hoopt Is one of Mr. 
Gibson's most satisfactory poems. The second section, en- 
titled Thomyighfarat comprises shorter poems, many of 
wUch are dramatic monologues, and of tbese Bohoay Ford 
and Th» Cor** represent Mr. Gibson's besL As we bava 
said elsewhere, Mr. Gibson's art "satisfies oar Kstfaetlc 
emotions and fulfils our social needs." 

•Ar&taf th* BorttM: A UUU Book Of OtMe Vtn*. 
By AffHM I. Hamrakim. (Badgeri fl.OO net) A sU^t 
volume of Irish songs equal to the very best by Eva Gore- 
Booth or Mrs. HInluon, and tipped with a more delicate 
art Tbe volume should be on every shelf beside Molra 
O'Nelirs Songt of tk» OI«m of AntHn. 

■rib Cry of To^tk. By Harry K»mp. (Kennerleyr 
tlM net) Terse ringing ballads of modem life witii 
much of Buchanan's qaallty and keen tedmique. Despite 
the propagandist note, wbldi Is less Insistent than In most 
poetry of a socialistic tendency, Mr. Kemp has succeeded 
with some quiet reserve In making the reader feel tbe pity 
of lonely outcast U/e, and in expressing bis philosophy in 
genuine poetry. The sincerity of Ms work Is unquestlon- 
aUe, and the volume merits a eiltiCBl attention on ll< 
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luerita which we ahould be aaxlout to assist Th4 Cry of 
Totttk Is not written tdUlj for an audience of poets and 
critics. It is genuine poetry of craellf naked emotiiHi 
borne unflinchingly. 

* Songi of tlu Dmd E*d. By Potriefc MaeOm. (Ken< 
nerieyi IIJS net) Poetry of labor and poetiy witfaout 
a brief In about equal ineaBuic Though the former la 
fine, Ifr. MacGUl's best work is to be found in tlte latter. 
Tbt poet has been a navvy, a miner, a switchman, a car* 
coupler, a tramp, and a plate-layer, and out of grinding 
poverty and t(^ his poetry has emerged. Tliere is danger 
of a wrong empbaalB on Us social poetry. It Is good, but 
not better than that of several others. Hw leas premedi- 
tated lyrics will give the greatest pleasure to the readeri 
and to many of them one will turn again and again. 

*PhiUp 1A« King, ami Oth»r Poanu. By Jokii Mom*- 
field. (MacMiiian: 91M net) A one-act play in verse 
which is competent but would not be distinctive were it 
not for * superb ballad of the Armada, widch ciiaUengea 
comparison with DrayhHk Pour other poems of strong 
beauty which redeem the rest of the volume, and make it 
necesaary to poetry lovers. Tbe notable war-poon en- 
titled A%g%*t, 161*. is included. 

•The Wine-Prw: A TaU of War. By Aifrti Voyl. 
(Stokes: 9-60 net) A tale of tbe horror of war and iU 
blind futility, whose scene is laid in the Balkans. It is 
told with all of Mr. Noycs's art and its awful lesson 
should be particularly timely In tbe midst of tbe present 
struggle. The poem is a hynm to liberty passionately 
voiced, utd brings death and suffering home in relentleu 
poetry. 

* Bongi of Labor, and Other Potru. By MorrU Boe- 
onfeld. Trantlat»d from the Yiddish by Bom Pattor 
Btokei and Helena Prank. (Badger: 9■^6 net) An ex- 
cellent translation of tbe poems of an Anterican Yiddish 
poet of poignant beauty, wboM woric has hitherto not been 
acceaslble to English readers except in an incomplete prose 
Teralon. The present translation Includes many poems now 
publlslied for tbe ftrst time, and is adorned with two 
remarkable Illustrations in black and white wbieb reveal 
new possibilities in line. A vtdume which deserves to go 
thivugb many editions. 

'Poem*. By CKiUoit SeoOard. (Houghton-HitBht: 91J5 
net) A selection of Mr. Sodard's best poems from hia 
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Bumeroiu nrfnmea. It abould serre to define his place in 
Americw poetry, which U beside Mr. Caweln. Delicate 
taacy and a lore of nature which ia not Tagae are united 
to an opnleDce of expression which has not always done 
Mr. ScoUord service, but which In almost ereiy poem la 
thla Tolume results in giving the pleasure of flue poetic 
sensation to the discriminating reader. 

Banff* md SonntU for England in War Timt. (LaiKi 
9.T5 net.) A ctrilection of the best poems by English poets 
inspired by the war, issued for the bcneflt of the Frlncs 
of Wales Fand. The total profits of the vtdmae are 
turned over to this fund for relief work, and the pnrcbaaer 
will not onif procure a vidnme whose glgulflcaocc will be 
more and more realised as time passes, hut will be con- 
tributing in small measure to this charitable work. 

*ChalU»ge. By Lcnii* U»t*Tm»f*r. (Century Co.i 
91.00 net) One of the most significant new volumea of 
the year. With much of Shelley's social enthusiasm and n 
genuine Inspirotloa, fae sings tbe rtrength and weakness of 
our democracy with the eagemesa of youth. This Is a 
volume whose significance will grow as the years go by, 
and It should be associated with Mr. Oppenhelm's new 
volume on which comment will be found dsewbere. Al- 
though democracy is tbe Bubetance of his song, yet tbe 
feeling for beauty's essence which here finds lyrical ex- 
pression is the most substantlaUy satisfying quality of U> 



* Eartk TrWrnfiumt, and Olhtr Talt* in Vnt: By Oom- 
rad Aiktn. (Macmlllan: tlM net) Three narrative 
poems of distinction, f<dlowed by shorter poems Interpret- 
ing the philosophy of youth, titej su^icst comparison 
with the longer poems of John Masefleld, but have a Ann 
independent technique of their own. With genuine beauty 
they relate tales which reveal the heart of modem life 
In various phases of youth, and contain a reading of earth 
wfaldi differs In essentials from that of Meredith. Tbe 
volnme deserves a wider audience than the usual public 
which carts for poetry. It bos a message which every 
American will appreciate, and If it hdps to spread on 
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interest in poeCrf Bnumg new drdn of readers, it WiU otij 
be folfllUng Iti missiati. It ia * distli^aiBbed flrtt bocA of 

Po«m>. By JFalttT Oaarad Artnuhtrg, (Hongfatcm- 
Hlfflini flJW net) The movt AitUUe Ttriunie of poetry tUa 
year in ita technique. Alooftieea, contmUed emotion, con- 
scious «rt, Are the cbaracterirtlcs of hi) poetry. Despite 
an occasional hbamrU, despite echoe« of Verlaine and 
Laforgne, Mr. Arensberg Is a classicist His tedmlqne Is 
faultless. Each line Is not only exquisite In itself, bnt it 
is perfectly coordinated with every other line. If these 
poemt leave the reader eiAA, they offer an abundant in- 
tellectual compensation for the ** thrills " of other poets. 
The special qualities of his Terse are unique In Ameifcan 
poetry, and will surely appeal to a discriminating drcb^ 
thon^ his work is unlikdy to become popular. 

rt« Miitor Po*m* of Joisph BaottttuMt. EdUtd by 
EIoIm Robiittoti. (Hougfaton-MUBini tS.OO net) An 
authoritative text of Joseph BeaomoDf s minor poans edited 
from a manuscript in the possession of Professor George 
HeriMrt Palmer, lite poems are preceded by a critical 
Introdnctlan and followed by a brief bnt careful textual 
apparatus. While Beamnont was a very minor poet^ tbe 
fact remains that be was a significant member of the 
group of metaphysical poets of whom Vau^ian was tbA 
greatest and this rolume must take its place in any 
collection of English poetry which claims to be even rea- 
sonably complete. 

Tk* FtOeontr of Ood, oad Otlur Po*m*. By WiOlam 
R<H» B»n4t. (Yale University Press: 91.^ net) Hr. 
Benft's second collection marks an advance in facility com- 
bined with a greater restraint and reticence. It Includes 
many fine ballads, and several dramatic soliloquies only 
surpassed this year by those in Miss Burr's new vtdume. 
Although there is mudi which Is experimental in the book, 
it is successful eiperimentt and Mr. Bcndf s range of ex- 
pression is continually broadening. 

* AugtiriM. By Laurmee Btnytm. (Lane: 11.00 net) 
One of the most satisfying coUecUoos of verse of a note- 
worthy poet who Is too little known and appreciated in 
this country. Its grave classical beauty will ne*er assure 
It popularity, but at Its best it is worthy to stand besfate 
Mr. Bridges, and It contains no poem that is sot excel- 
lent fitrry HMuty Is a lyric whidi no future anthologist 
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no oTcrlook. Next to Hr. Arenaberg's poems, the mort 
' Htlifjring new volume krtlatiCBlly of tb^ /ear. It dcmuids 
tilence and complete snnender. 

Broad-Bktt Btdladt. With An IwlrodMliOM by Padraio 
Cohtm. (Nonnan, Remingtoni 9.T6 net.) A narrow, bat 
good, sdection of the beet of Ox Bn»d-Sbeet Ballads 
wfakh occapjr so definite a place in Iiisfa poetry. These 
waifs and strays ban been gathered preriouslf In Tarlons 
cellectloas, but never before Id a vohuiie calculated to 
appeal to the general pnblic An Introdactlon telling tbe 
story of this form of art and tbe characteristics of Ita 
aodlcnoes and appeal to them Is prefixed. 

■SyWiwi: PaiUlt of Hetlat. By MttelfU 8. £«dfc. 
(Clalre-Haiie: fl.95 net.) A volume of prose poems of 
reticent Pagan art, suggestive of tbe best woric of Pierre 
Loajs. Unique in American poetry, and really beaotifaL 

/« tht Bigk ma*. By Maaneill StnUhtrt Bvrt. 
(Houghton-Mifaini tl.9S net) Tbe verse In tbls vtdnme 
Is of a kind that haa oninent qnalitles without eminent dls- 
tinetion. Tbe eamestness and sincerity of Ids poetic moods 
give to bis poetry those sound qualities wblcb at Iea«t com- 
pel attention. If tbey do not excite tbe emotions. Hie 
elements of poetry are not fused irith imaginative beat 
In bis work, and tience it lacto magic, but It reflects tbe 
gentlemanly feeling of a lover of poetry In verse wUcb 
demands reepect 

Th* Btt»-Thi«f, mtd Oth*r Potnu. By Bkgt CorjHmttr. 
(Oxford Univenlty Preisi I1.T5 net.) Ctnipeteut aca- 
demic verse on classical models, including a new version of 
the Frometbeiu legend. 

Th» Pott Md Nainr*: What B* Biuo amd What B* 
B»ard. By MadUom CovfJn. (Jolm P. Morton & Co.i 
Lonisville, Kentncky. (1.10.) A volnme of prose and 
verse designed to encourage a love of poetry In children. 
The first half of tbe volume Is In tbe form of a JnvenSe 
story with prevloosly published lyrics of Mr. Cawein in- 
terspersed as examples of poetic beauty i tbe second half 
of the volume consists of hitherto uncollected poems of 
nature by Mr. Cawein now gathered together under tbe 
title of Th» Morning Road. This part of tite vtdnnw 
should give cspedal pleasure to Mr. Cawdn's readers. 

Grttw Day amd Bins Day: By PolHefc B. ChatoMrt. 
(Norman, Remington: gl.OO net) A pleasant volume of 
Il|^ verse by a contritniter to Ptmck. Tbe verses do not 
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pretend to be more than agreeable dlTersioos, and reflect 
the lighter moods of life bappUf and in delicate nimiben. 

At th* Bhrimt, amd Oth*r Potat. By Qtorg* H»TbH* 
Clark4. (Stewart and Kiddi |1^5 net.) A pleasant tin- 
■nr jnmlng collection of BODtewIutt academic verse reSecUng 
a life of scbolarlj Irisnre. The closing section of letters 
In verse to departed novelists is particularif tkappy, n- 
Galling at no great distance tlie similar work of Anitln 
Dobson. 

■ Tht Path-Plomr. By OUe» TUford Dar^ tm. (Scrlb- 
neri tI.«S net) With this volume of lyrical poems OUve 
Tilford Dargan deflnitelf talces ber place as one of out 
foremost younger poets. With much of Frandi Thomp- 
son's vision of an overarching heaven and a shadowed earth, 
and also mach of Thompson's mannerism, she Is herself In 
the best of these poems. In which she treats bi{^ tbemefl 
with hi^ artistic fervor. Her feeling for landscape is 
EngUsh In its delicacy, and she hag interpreted the infln- 
ence of nature on human life and Its incidence with clear 
Insight and sympathy. No one will deny Mrs. Dargan's 
poetic inspiration or tlie refinement of ber vision. 

Flortne* on a C#rtaNt Night, and Othsr Pomm. By 
Conittftby Daneum, (Hcdti 91J5 net) A volome of nn- 
distlngulshed literair verse hf a distinguished novelist 

'Am*rie9 owtf Othar Potnu. By W. J. DcHMon. 
(Lane: tlM net) The expression of an ideal America as 
seen by one with an alien tradition. Tbe vidmue includes 
several fine ballad narratives, notably "Tbe Kiss," "Sa- 
lonK," and tbe swift snre rhythmic "Last Ride of tbe 
Sheik Abdnilab]" above all, "Blake's Homecoming," a 
member of tbe royal lioe of English ballads. In addition 
to cmnpetent lyrics on various themes, special attention 
should be called to the poems of childhood and the deli- 
cately imagined meditative poems of religious feding. 
Sq many reUgions poems rely wholly on a good Intentioa. 
"more At to pave Hell than cause rejoicing in Heavat," 
as a French critic says that exceptions should be noted. 
Tbe volume marks an appreciable advance over Dr. Daw- 
son's previous collections. 

A Pagemtt of Ikt Thirttnah Omtery for th« 3wm» 
BiMdrtdth Aimivtrtary of Rogtr Bacon. Tht Text by 
Johm Brikina. (Columbia University Press: For Sale.) 
A pageant reflecting the culture and endeavor of the tblr- 
teoith centuiy in every fldd. The text Is In vvrve of fine 
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textnre and inugtnatiTe expressbm hy Professor ErsUne of 
Columbia UniTcnity. While the pageant itsdf bu been 
deferred beesuse of the war, tt b atlll poulble to enjoy 
the text, and to look forward to tbe pogcoot^s represents- 
ticHi In tbe DeMr future^ 

L»m Jw»»tU»tU: A Book of Feri*. By Katharine A, 
EtdaU*. (HongbtoD-MUHnt $ISS neL) The tint Tolmne 
of • young En^lsh poet who sbows considerable promise. 
It is ebaracteriied bj classical restraint and a One feeling 
for form, and does not lack singing qoalltf. 

'Bonitett from tlu Potagomam. By Donald Evant. 
(Claire-Marie: flJS neL) Eighteen impressionistic sonnets 
of exotic workmanship, suggesting the fantasy of Laforgue, 
bat more extremriy composed in disembodied words. They 
nly on tone color for much of tbdr effect, and are bliarre 
b> tbe point of irony. However, they grow on the reader 
•s he becomes familiar with them, and their consummate 
art is uoqucstlonahlc. 

* Soimtt* of a Portrait-PahUtr. By Arlhur Davtion 
Fiek*. (Kennerky: flOO net.) A sequence of flfty-seren 
sonnets In an andeBerrediy neglected fonn, which do not 
recall too definitely Meredith's Modern Lov«. They are 
octreoidy subtle and thdr Intellectual content is rery 
closely woven, so that they will prove difficult reading, but 
they repay careful study, and in many sonnets the lytic 
Impulse has happily overmastered tbe poet completely. A 
collection which is worthy of several readings. 

'^rrow* JM Iht Qai*. By Arlaro aiovaitmUti. (Hilt- 
acre Bookhouse, Riverside, Connecticut: llJfi net.) One 
of the more important vtrinmes of new verse this year. 
A passionate voicing of social Injustice in lmaginatl*e 
strophes, which introduce a new poetic form with con- 
alderablc art. The Cage, when printed In the Atlantic 
Monthly, last year, was called the most significant poem 
published In that periodical since Moody's Ode im Titne of 
HeeitatUm. The volume claims a hearing as fine poetry 
rather than as on expression of Syndicalism. There is an 
appreciative introduction by Helen Keller whleb is good 
criticism. 

* Mg Lady't Book. By OeraM OotM. (Kennerleyt 
flJK) neL) Twenty lyrics of pure song quall^ which 
are almost faultless in tbdr perfection, thou^ in a minor 
note. A Ttriume to afford pure dell^ by Its unaffected 
lyric quality. 
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PoMKf. Bg Katkartm* Howard, (SbamMD, Fitneht 
n.00 net.) Minor veru in mt* Ubn, wfaldi U fraqnent^ 
pkaclDg and alwAfs indlTidnaL It It the optcsskm of » 
wfalnnlaJ pcnoDsUtf wha wears ber alaglng robe* U^tO^, 
Bud who U nioit inccestfol in Terse of macabre mggea- 
tion. 

■Pm ImagtgtM: Am Anthohff), <Bonlt 91JM.) Tin 
best orflectlon of "imagiMe" poetiy, in wUdi tbe worit 
of Ford Hadox Hueffer, F. S. Flint, Amr Lowdl. and 
oflKrs li represented, nere are many poems in the toI- 
ome wliicb will gife pleasure, bat as a collection It Is vn- 
eren and rather tennoas. Tbe work of F. S. Flint wUdi 
it contains Jostifles tbe vtdmn^s pnrdiase. 

Tk» TkntksT'* Wift. Bg Harrf K»mp. (Bonli 9M 
net.) A narratiTe poem wdl ttdd In the manner of Mase- 
fleld, wfaooe inflaence npon it has been greaL 

* Ttmi, and Otk»r Pwau. By Joyea KOmMT. (Dorant 
IIJK) net) Ibe spirit of Tootti and grave faitli cxpreaaed 
In l^ric number*. This (Hgbt Uttle bo<A define* a peiaoa- 
alitf of poetic intercat lite book shows less alien infla- 
ence than moat recent American poetry, and is qoite 
indiTidua] in its affirmations. Though onassnmin^ tbe book 
will not meet with Just treatment unless we reeogolae tin 
fine Ijric accomplishment of sndi poems as Traa* and 
JforMt. I) this Tolume tite prelnde of a little Catbolfc 
Renaissance in American poctryf 

* TJm Bkadcw of JStna. By LomU V. Ltdcmm. (Pat- 
nam: fl.OO net) Severely chaste poetry on classted 
models of disHngnisbed beauty. They rereal fine inlet 
lectual feeling that recalls Shelley in it* Intensity and 
Arnold In Its disdpUned reticence. They bare all tbe 
warmth of life seen against an eternal backgraond, and 
a passionate message whldi cannot go miheeded. 

* TJ>4 Bfiarimf. By Agntt Lm. (Sherman, Fiendii 
tl.00 neb) Agnes Lee's new book has all her familiar 
qualities, but In addition it presents a new critldam of 
Ufe which reveab a feeling for human values aUn in 
many reipects to that of Browning. lo Its bievl^ and 
■eardi for the polished word, it suggests the scnlptor*a art, 
and many of these poems would hare pleased Landor for 
their freight of suggestion and demental simplicity. 

'Sfoord BladM and Poppy Betd. By Amy LomU 
(Hscmillani tlM net) A rolnme, not oaiy ot Interest- 
ing experiment in e«rt Ubr» end exotic rhytbms, but Of 
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BoUble MCOmplUuneiit Id poetT7. Thangh UMcUted with 
the "Iraa^cte" scbool of Eo^lab poetrf, HIm LowdTi 
Uknt Is Independent at it, and In her narratlre and Ifric 
poema alike one feds an artiitlc Attaaeaa and restraint 
wliich results in clear vision dearly sung. Best of all, 
this " Imaglste " poetry Is bealtfay and able to flgfat for Its 
ertotcnce. In so far as It Is deriTatlve from PrcDch in- 
fluences it adds a new note to En^lsh Terse, and reveals a 
subtle use of free cadeneed rhftbms which Is folly re- 
qMrndve to tbe mood and feeling of tbe poem. Far more 
gennlne and spontaneous than Hiss Lowell's first volume. 

Tk* Ptutinff 8i»g*T amd Otk»r Potnu. By SimmmI 
0Mry Mareut. (Stratford Pub. Co.: S1.00 oet) A mod- 
cat first volume which Is likely to receive less attoitlon than 
ft deserves. Mr. Marcus ha* not yet fonnd blmself In 
poetry, bat he sings the present condition of humanity sin- 
cerely and passionately. 'When be sings It simply, be wlU 
be more sstis^ng, but this vcriDme will give pleasure to 
any «ie who really cares for poetry. 

■ J>o«i>*. Bif Sdmtrd Samdford Jforlta. (Scrlbnert 
KM net) Tbe coUected verse of tiie Editor of lAf§. 
Mellow Horatian philosophy and wit not yet frost-bitten 
by a man whom Dr. Johnson would have pronounced club- 
bable and with wbom Boswdls must feel uncomfortable. 

Fow aitd I. Bg BarrUt MotwM. (MacmiUani flJU 
neL) A bulky volume of verse l^y the editor of Po*tr$! 
A Mcfaiim4 Of V*tm. In tt the sodal note is vidced 
itroo^, and expression is givai to many phases of mod- . 
em effort) but its intellectual content rather overshadows 
Its .tyrlc quality. 

*ns 5*a i» Ki»d, By T. Bturg* Moor: (Hon^rton- 
MUHlni (IJO net) ThU is tbe first arilecUon issued in 
America of the poems of an En^b craftsman of great 
distinction and power, whose dtief weakness is an over- 
proportion of intellectual substance. Me lads tbe glow 
of beaoty, and perhaps of beauty's realisation, but his 
work is literary craftsmanship of tbe highest order, and 
bis metrical experiments are almost as significant as those 
of Mr. Bridges. Altogether tlK artistic product of a ridily 
stored mind without aspiration or Imaginative vision. 

*5aJoo» SoMMti; With Sunday FMingi. By AiUn 
Norton. (Claire-Marie i flM net) ' A volume less bisarre 
than Its title inqtlles. The sonnets bear evidence of M»b*r- 
hattmr, but occasionally surprise the reader by their pley- 
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Mt lyric dumn. They do not !«* vlriJi^ and enthuil' 

Th» 8Ut*r of th» Wimd. By Orae* Failow NorUm. 
(Hon^iton-Hlfflln: fIXM net) A new Tolume by tbe 
MittMr of LUtU Oroy Soitgt from Bt. JoMpVt «bicb U 
most dlMppofnting. In a poet of Hiu Norton's quali^, 
It Is inerltdble that there should be always something to 
repay tbe reader, but this vcdume is ■ingnlarly onrepre- 
sentatiTe of Hiss Norton's real powers. 

CMk MtmoriM. By Iforrtifi J«pla<m CConor. (Lanet 
fl.OO net.) A first Toiume of some promise by a recent 
graduate of Harvard, irtwse Irish feeUng is drawn directly 
from experience, but wtiose expression is still drawn chiefly 
from books. 

* Tk» Ebon Mm» and OtA*r Pomm by Lion Laetom. 
BttgUtfud by Joh» My»r» O'Hani. (Smith and Salet 93M 
net) Translations from the work of a young Creole poet, 
glori^ng the " fllk de couleur " in love poetry of orlginnl 
beauty. Differing from Latin and Oriental passion alike, 
it reveals a type of feminine beauty which Is wholly new 
to Northern readers. 

* A» BpUoyu* To tk» Praits of Anytu amd Otktr Potwu. 
By Stumat (yS^Bivtm. (Norman, Remington Co.i t.75 
net.) A thin sbeaf of delicate poems by one of tbe fore* 
most poets of tbe New Irdand. Akin in certain aspects 
of his vision to "A.E.," who does not surpass him, his 
verses have more singing quality, and he U a successful 
experimenter in various new verse forms which reproduce 
cadences In ancient Irish music 

* Ow Womam to Anothtr, amd Ot\»r Potm*. By CorirnM 
Bootmttt Robintoit. (Scribner: 91.95 net) Dramatie 
monologues and sonnets of sharply etched lines whose couh 
petencc Is imquestionable. and a more satisfying really of 
human feeling than in Mrs. Robinson's previous volume. 
Hk volnme will give much intellectual and some emotional 
pleasure, and in two or three lyrics tbe port has achieved 
U|^ ground. 

* Btyond th» BrmUctrt, latd other Potmt. By Qtorg* 
at^rUttg. (RobertsMi: 91.35 net) This is Mr. Sterlings's 
first thoroughly satisfying book. It includes tbe superb 
"Ode on the Centenary of the Birth of Robert Brown- 
ing," and poems of such Importance as "Tidd, King of 
Nations," "WlUy Pitcher," "llje Mission Swallows," "Past 
tbe Panes," and "Yon Never Can TelL" We must caU 
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putknlar attention to the virion of the noble ode entitled 
" B^ond the SanaeL" Wltb Icsa opnknt dti^n uid be*d]r 
Inwgiiuitioa tlwn Hr. Sterilng's ekriier Tolnmei, B*yond 
tJb BrMktn sbowB » disciplined vlakni expteued wttb » 
AtdpUned tedwique. 

OfM WaUr. By Art\»r Stri^gtr. (Lwiei «1.00 net) 
A Gcdkctlan oi delicate picture* expressing manj frail and 
drifting moods phrased In esr* librs not yet quite sore of 
ftself. The Tolume coMalna much quiet beantf, and Is 
prefaced 1^ a pie* for c#r« Nfrn of coDBlderable document- 
ary and critical value. A Tolume which the lover of poetry 
can scarcely nc^ect 

IdgUt of Orttc*. Tkiri BtriM. Bf Howard F. BtOhtr- 
lond. (Fltsgeraldi «1.00 net) Modest idylls of Greek 
fahle telling with some passages of beauty the tales of 
. " Idas and Harpessa," " lUndantbe," " Sappho and Fhaon,** 
and "CEnone." Tbt bUnk rerve, tbmif^ not firm, is of 
iralHrnmi^ textnre, and Mr, SntiterUiiid expresses feel- 
in|^ tin fleeting Ineaaty of F^an lore and Hellenic land- 
scape. Ur. Sntiierland's three Tolnmes merit more atten- 
tion than they have received. 

Tk» PoHM of PrmeoU VOon. Tnmibatd by H. D§ 
T«r* jStoopooIs. (Lanei $U0 net.) A convenient edition 
of Vnioi^s best worii. In which a reasonably accurate text 
of the two Testaments and the bc*t of the Ballades and 
Rondels is printed, togetlier with a running commentary, 
« virid Introduction, and translations of some of the shorter 
poems with dnl>loiis success. However, the volume Is the 
beat popular service to Villon that has yet been performed 
In this comitry, and should be on the library shelf. 

*£tttl# F*n« for a LUtt* Obm. By FJ>.W. (Pub- 
lished Privatdri Not for Sale.) A sUg^ Uttle volume 
of tUrty-flve pages of delicate wcn^manahip, which C0D> 
tain poems that make the book rank among the very best 
of the year. I know of very few bo^ written by 
Ameiicans which would afford the pleasure to discrim- 
inating readers that this volume would offer were It to be 
published in a form acoesaible to alL It Is as delicate, at 
Its best, as Beeddng and MackalTs Lo*s i» IdUn*tt, and 
wUl please aU lovers of A BkroptlOin Lad. It U Just the 
sort of book which Mr. Mosher used to delt^ In find- 
ing for the AmerieaD public I shall be glad to give 
further Information about It to Inquirers. 
. Bfit: A Dramatic AJUgorj. By BIimoIU jSkMmakM- 
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Wof^mf. iUatttX, TMd, and C«.t fl-OO net) A dmt 
4nn«tic BUegarf In wUcb Uic elemcnta of poeb)' u« 
prcMBt, bnt whidi is hudlf inrrfifiil in fusing than ints 
life. Hue ue aennX pmg** <>' genuine poettf irtdch 
prove the certain^ of Ifae poef i nlUmste ■ccoo^UilaBeii^ 
uid nmdi i iwniiii ill i T fi fltinriTth* |r ^ils la ao hwi ert 
ifook, whow ■wtmkatm k tiMt the tiWiglitftkHt of the reader 
bM no snggeetive raMaace to feed npon. 

J«*tfjfo>UM>.- A PUh*ofldc Phmntmf. By Jote H. 
WUU. (Bldinnl G. Badger) «liW.) A poem in four 
tbatt canto* end Umwi^ phUoeopUc In eoncepUoD i> fnll 
of aUtract Idealisms. The tatiioT has a fndtfnl lowgiDa- 
tion, bat Us reasoidng on the origin and destinf of bnnan 
Ufe is profound. Hie nae, tiiaiigh coneiet^ is flexiblo. 

*Th» 0<ia4et»d PoMM of Mmrgar*t L. Windt. (Lane: 
91.50 net.) Tbn ddlDltiTe edttkm of the poetiy and drama 
of a great weaver of woida and anotton, iriw nnltes to 
mnefa of Lionel Jolmsan's ttpna a tA MtmbRiMas a fff' 1— * 
beauty of mnilcal effect w'ikb was diaraetBilstk of the 
carilcr poet Krs. "Woods oaa perfonned her Oxfnd the 
poetic terrice Uut Johnson perfonned for Wlaehntor, and 
in ottier poems has added new immortalities to Wtatmiiuter 
Abbe's crown. The pUp are tadj wrongfat and d«e^ 
felt, and together with the Ipfcs, place Mrs. Woods to the 
authentic En|^ldi poetic Uoc. 



LIST OF " DISTINCTIVE POEMS," THEIR 

AUTHORS, AND THE MAGAZINES 

IN WHICH THEY AFPEABED 

CMlnry — 
The Bifor. John Haaefleld. 
Hope. OUrer Herfcrd. 
The Poet Rebukes His Flatterers. Fannie Steams 

<Hfford. 
To Anns. Lonis Unterm^ier. 
The Oodble. Robert Haven SclianlBer. 
To Mj Babr Hthla. Orsce Haaard CoiAIlng. 
Lotc'b Lanteni. Jofce Kilmer. 
To My Little Son. Pauline Florence BroweT. 
Ueoace. George Sterling. 
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On Hans CbrlaUu) Andenen'i "Snow Qoaen." WlUUm 

Rom B«ntt. 
"Dte Redwing. BUss Csnnon. 
El Okco Painta HU Hasteipi«ee. llumiM Walah. 
Tbe Lut SSbiiae. Richard Le GaUtenne. 
Tbt Gairier. Heka Graf Cooe. 
Summons. Louia Untemejrer. 
O H7 Lore Leonore. Fannie Steams Gifford. 
Three Poplar*. Witter Bynner. 
Hie Feaat of tlie Gods. Wmtam Rose Benft. 
Landaeapca. Louis Untermeyer. 
Patterns. James Oppenbelm, 
A Handful of Dust James Oppenheim. 
We Dead. James Oppenbdm. 
Lights Through tbe Mist. William Rose Bentt 
He Flirt Amelia Josephine Burr. 
A Birthnight Candle. John Fhtlef. 
All Souls' Nl|^ Gertrude Mnntingbm HcGlffert 
" I SbaU Go to Love Again." Uargaiet WIddemer. 
Prinalp. Cale Young Rice. 

Barjm'B — 
Tbe Look. San Teaadale. 

Afterward. Charles Hauson Towne. 
Old Friend. Ridiard Le Gallienne. 
Tbe Pool. Mary White Slater, 
mgbt Song at AmaU. Sara Teaadale. 
ExUe. Alice Duer MUler. 
Tbt Laggard Song. Richard Le Gallienne. 
. A Face at Christmas. Dana Burnet 
Tbe Glory^ of tbe Graas. Claire Wallace Fljnn. 
Ships. John Masefleld. 

Soribntt'i — 
Stndenfa Song. Robert Louts Sterenaon. 
With Walton In Ang^Land. Robert Gilbert Wdsh. 
Reprlere. Charlotte Wllsoo. 
Sir John Chandos and tbe Earl of Pembrokei A Ballad 

from Froissart. E. Sutton. 
The Gift of God. Edwhi Arlington Rohinaon. 
Swimming by Night Alice BUlne Damned). 
How Spring Comes to Shasta Jim. Henrf na Dyke. 
The Trodden Way. Martha HaskeU CUrk. 
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on Falringdown. OUre nUard Dwgan. 



In Oie " Zool' George T. Hmh. 

The Pipe* of the N<ath. E. 8rtloa. 

Tbe Begents' ExMBlnrtlop. Jca^ WaUace MniJwn. 

If Yon Shotild Ccue to Love Mc Corinne Rooaerdt 



Deeert Song. Jrtm Galiwortkf . 

Hm Dram. E. Sutton. 

AnoUier DaA Ladf. Edwin Ariington Rofafaiaon. 

Tk4 Fonm— 
tht Song of the Wanen. FkiKBce Klper. 
The Song of the Wind. John Allan Wjctl^ Jr. 
Ptlgrlmage. Lanrs CampbelL 
Tbe Ctf of Woman. Victor Starbncfc. 
Hw Man on the HUI-top. Artfanr DaTiMn Fkte. 
Sonnets of a Portrait-Painter, A Seqaencc (S7 Soaneto). 

Arthur Daricon Flcke. 
Interim. Edna St. Vlnecst Millar. 
Tlie Prophet. Lfman Brjaon. 
Ibe Two Flamea. Eloise Briton. 
The Shrond. Edna St Vincent MaUy. 
Hk Cardinal's Garden, Villa AlbanL Witter Bjnner. 
Sorrow. Edna St Vincent HSOmj. 
Phi BeU Kappa Poem: Harvard, 1*14. BUaa Caiman. 



Tka I 

Hw Ancient Sacrifice. Mahlon Leonard Pltber. 
" Fnnere Henit Acerbo." Rntb Stvpard Pfac^tc 
At the End of the Road. Madiion Cawdn. 
In Uie Roman Foran. Amdia JosepUne Bnrr. 
Winner of Second. Witter Bynncr. 
Foretaste. Mahlon Leonard Fisher. 
The Qrmbd. Richard Burton. 
A Lynmouth Widow. Amelia Joa^Une Burr. 
The Coqnette. Witter Bjnner. 
TbK Qoaed Book. Madison Cawcto. 
Jewel-Weed. Ploraice Eaile Coates. 
Charwomen. James Norman HaU. ' 
The Dynamo. Jane Belfteld. 
Senlinds. Witter Bynner. 
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Tbe Mastn^Poet TbcKsa V. BeArd. 

Oat of BAbflon. Clinton ScoUard. 

To k Pbodw-Blrd. Witter Bfoner. 

nte Lame Child. Amelia Josepfalne Bnrr. 

The Dead Friend. Margaret Widdeoter. 

TIk Dear Adventnrer. Richard BurtM. 

Id<^. Richard Burton. 

Shakspere. Witter Banner. 

If Yon Should Tire of LoTlng Me. Margaret ^ 

Smart B*t — 
New York. Edwin Davles Sdtoonmaker. 
Old Poeta. Jo^ce KHmer. 

Variations on a Clawic ThemeJ Louis Untermqvr. 
Tbe Ballad of St. Jdba of Nepomuk. George Stetllag. 
lite Reporter — An AMlgnmenL Paul Scott Hovter. 
BewUdermcnt. Victor Startiuck. 
The Hnnting of Dlan. George Sterling. 
The Rcbnke. John Hfen CVHara. 
The Friend at Sardl& John Mfcrs O'Hara. 
Laidtnde. John M^en CHara. 
Ablntioa. Jotin Mjeia CHara. 
Wne of tbe World. John HaU Wbedocfc. 
ne Awakening. Ak^ua CoIL 
Hie Weed's ConnieL Bliss Carman. 
Rarer than Comets. Witter Bjnner. 
VUlaoelle of Vision. Willard Hnntliigton Wri|^t. 
Ballad of Two Seas. George Sterling. 
Uanhood. Willard A. Wattles. 
Tlw Conntrr of the Young. Donn BTme. 
Tbe TwelTe-Fortr-PlTe. Joyce KUmer. 
Yon Never Can TeU. George Sterling. 
Pa* de Trols. Bliss Carman and Marj Perrf Khig; 
Thit Mule Drtrer. Henry Herbert Knibbi. 
Narcissus. Robert Bridges. 
The Poet Returns. Victor B. Neubnrg. 
Consnmmatlon. Mahlon Lcobard' FlshCT. 
Ai-gocies. Victor Starbuck. 
The Last Donand. Faith Baldwin. 
He Went for a Soldier. Ruth Comfort BUtcbelL 
Books. Grace Fallow Norton. 
An Old Maid. Louis Untermeyer. 
NewporL Alice Duer HQler. 
The Wind. Victor SUrbuck. 
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Skj Bkttle. Harry Knap. 
Mown Fields. Leonud Don^ttf . 

Tbe Dylnf FantbelBt to the Prleat Henrj A. Beeia. 

God *nd tbe Fanner. Frederkk Enihu Pterec 

Aab Wcdondaj. John ErAine. 

Tbit Hfrror. Fannie Stearns GUtori, 

Yaang Eden. Witter Bjnntr. 

Surety. Witter Bjaner. 

EvcniDg. Charlotte WUbod. 

Desire of Fame. Charlotte Wllaon. 

Tbt Tramp's Refnsal. Vacbd Undsay. 

InterraL Lee Wflson Dodd. 

The Foraaken Seaport HbUod Leonaid Flstaer. 

Tlie Good Snow-Flake. Ridtatd Kiifc. 

Wba Darkness Covered tiie EarOi. CandlM GiMmaii. 

Uoon-GUnt Jane Bdfleld. 

Tbe Winding Lane. Etbi^ Hallet Porter. 

CUck o* tbe Latcb. Nancjr Bjrd Turner. 

Dawn. Mablon Leonard Flsber. 

Aa Days Go Doam tbe West Uarton Manrillek 

A Cdn of Lesbos. Sarab H. B. PUtt 

Tfea InUmatiomot— 

Tbe Anarcbist. Zoe AMna. 

Jasmines. David Morton. 

To Anna Pavlowa Dancing. Joel Ellas Sptngam. 

The Capttre. Blandw Shoemaker WaggsUlT. 

Stm-Bom. Faith Baldwin. 

The Garden at Trontbeck. Joel Ellas Si^ngam. 

Regret for Attbls. Jcrfin Myers CyHara. 

A Basaar by the Sea. Witter Bynner. 

Tbe Fireflies of Snmlda. Ethel Horae PooL 

In Henwrlami Jean Mor£as, ISM-1010. WHUam Aspeo- 
waU Bradley. 

Litany of Natltms. WHUam Grifilb. 

Tbe Hailing Trains. Nicolas Beandnln. Trans, by Ed- 
ward J. O^rien. 

Hymn of Toll Nicolas Beandnln. Trans, by Edward J. 
(TBrkn. 

To My Love Qdkl. Joseph Bernard Rethy. 
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The Muquerader. Sarah Cle^Km. 

"nt Trappers. WUtoD Agnew Barret 

The Champion. Harry Kemp. 

Onward Chriitlan Nadotis. Wm Herford. 

Poor <^L WUUam Rose Beoti. 

Comrade Jeans. Sarah Clej^m. 

Cell-Mates. Louts Uatenaeycr. 

Grey. LydU GHmod. 

Lost Treasure. LydSa GIbsoD. 

The Mother. Lydla Gibwn. 

God's Blunder. CSement Richardson Wood. 

A Question. Edmond HcKenna. 

Horses. EUnheth WaddelL 



God and the Strong Ones. Margaret Wlddamer. 
Old OoiT at Calnmet Joseph Warren Beadk 
Them and Titdr Wives. Eliaabeth WadddL 

TMt Tr»»d — 
Salome. Pltt> Sanhom. 
Vain Excuse. Walter Conrad Arcnsberg. 
An Epitaph. Walter Conrad Arcnsberg. 
The Puritans. Frank Simonds. 
The Valley of Silence. Mary Farley Sanborn. 
To « Garden In April Walter Conrad Aiensberg. 
Green Orchids for Htenad. Donald Evans: 
Stan of Paris. Donald Evans. 
Une Nnit Blanche. Dntald Evans. 
Yon and Me. Mary Farley Sanborn. 
To One Defending New Yorli. Walter Pridiard Baton. 
Hie Shadowf of Dedre. Donald Evans. 
Portrait Walter Conrad Arensber^ 
On an (Md Guitar. Wallace Sterenc 
To the NecTopUle. Walter Conrad Arentberg. 
" Sbt Carried Her Away." DJnna Cfa^^P^I Baniet. 



THE " BEST POEUS " CHOSEN FROU 
THE " DISTINCTIVE " UST 

The Look. Sara Teasdale. 
Tlie PooL Mary Wfatte Slater. 
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EsOe. Alice Doer UUler. 

Tbt Lafgud Sot^. Rldtafd Le GiUlenne. 

A Face at OiTistmaa. Dana BnmeL 

Tbe C^orr of the Gnu. CUlre Wallace Fljiin. 

Sh^ Jolm HaacAdd. 

New York. Edwin Davlea Scboonmaker. 

Tbe Friend at Saidli. John Idlers VHtn. ' 

AbluUon. John Hyen (yHara. 

Tbe Weed's CoonaeL BUu Carman. 

Ballad of Two. Seaa. Geoi^ SterllDg. 

Tte Twelre-Por^-Pive. Joyce Kilmer. 

Yon Nerer Can TelL George Sterling. 

Pas de Tnda. Bllu Carman and Hary Perry King. 

Delicatessen. Joyce Kilmer. 

Argosies. Victor Starbvck. 

Tbe Last Demand. Faith Baldwin. 

He Went for a Siddler. Rnth Comfort MltdicU. ' 

An Old Maid. Louis Utermeyer. 

Newport Alice Doer HDIer. 

The Wind. Victor Starbnck. 

Tbt Maid of tbe Wood. Richard BuUer Glaenaer. 

After Hearing Tscbslkowsky. Charles Hanson Towne^ 

The Dying Pantbdst to tbe Priest Henry A. Beei«. 

God and tbe Farmer. Frederick Erastus Pierce. 



Yonng Eden. Witter Bynner. 
Surety. Witter Bynner. 
Evening. Charlotte Wilson. 
Desire of Fame. Charlotte Wilson. 



Student's Song. Robert Louis Stevenson. 

With Walton in Angk-Land. Robert Gilbert Welsh. 

Reprieve. Charlotte Wilson. 

Sir John Cbandoa and tbe Earl of Pembrdcei A Ballad 

from Frofssart E. Satbw. 
The CKft of God. Edwin Arlington Robinson. 
Swimming by Night Alice Blaine Damrosdi. 
How Spring Comes to Shasta Jim. Henry ran Dyke. 
The trodden Way. Martha HaskeU Oark. 
Old Fairingdown. Olive Tilford Dargan. 
The Pipes of the North. E. Sutton. 
Song. Glen Ward Drcsbadi. 
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Deaert Song. Jdba GtUaworthf. 

The Drum. B. Sntton. 

Another D»rk Lady of tiK Sonneta. Edwin Arilngton Rob- 



Hie Song of WoDien. Floroice Klper P^aak. 

Tbe Song of tbe Wind. John Allan Wjeth, Jr. 

Pilgrimage; Laura Campbell, 

The Cry of Woman. Victor Starbndc 

The Han on ti>e Hilltop. Arthur DaTtoon Fldce. 

Sonnets of a Portrait Ptdnter (A Sequence of 97 Mnneta). 

Arthur D. Ficke. 
Interim. Edna St Vincent MllUf. 
Tbe Prophet hymaa Bryson. 
The Two Flames. Eloloe Briton. 
The Shroud. Edna St Vincent MlUaj. 
The Cardinal's Garden, Villa Albania. Witter Bynner. 
Sorrow. Edna St Vincent MUlay. 
Phi Beta Kappa Poem, Harvard \9U. BUaa Carman. 
Old Houses. Lbette Woodworth Reeu. 
The Rlnr. J<^ Haaefield. 

The Poet Rebukes Hla FUtteren. Fannie Steama GliTord. 
The Crucible. Rlbert Haven Sdiaoffler. 
To My Baby Hilda. Grace HaaaM ConUing. 
Lore's Lantern. Joyce Kilmer. 
To My Little Son. Pauline Florence Biower. 
Menace; George Sterling. 
On Hans Christian Andersen's "Snow Qneen." William 

Rose Benft. 
"[fae Redwing. BUai Carman. 
El Greco Paint* His Masterpiece. Thomaa Walsh. 
Snnunont. Louis Untermeyer. 
O My Love Leonoie; Fannie Steams Gifford. 
TIk Feasts of tbe Gods. William Roae Baft. 
Landscapes. Lonls Unteimeyer. 
Patterns. James Oppeiheim. 
Abide tbe Adventure; James Oppcnhelm. 
The Slave. James Oppenbehn. 
Tlw Londf Child. James Oppenhdm. 
F<A-Hungei8. James Oppenhelm. 
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Joy of IMng. Jama Oppcnhefaa. 

A HMidfiil of Dart. Juki OppoActe. 

TIk WomaB Speaks. Jama Oppadtdm. 

The M*at Speak*. Jamea OppcabdB. 

We Dc«d. JuM Oppcnbdm. 

Uf^ Tlinvgb the Uiat WflUMi Ron Bcntt. 

Hw FUrt AmcUa JoaqpWitt Don'. 

A Birttmii^ Candle. John Ftirier. 

AH Sonla* NI|^ Gertrude HnnUngbMi HcGiffert 

"I aiaU Oo to Lora Again.'' Mareuet Ttddcfloer. 

Frindp. Cale Totng Bke. 

Tlie Ponaken Se^iort. Makkn Lcaaard FIAer. 

The Good Snov-Flake. lU^wd Kiik. 

When DartDM Covered tlw Earth. CaniOat COOdmi. 

Hoon-OlDt Jane BeUeU. 

lite Wlndiiig Lane. EOid HaOet Pori«r. 

CU<^ & the lAteh. Nancr Bjid Tvntw. 

Dawn. HaUott Lnxwrd Fisher. 

As Days Go Down the West. Harten 1 

A <Ma of Lcabos. Sarah M. B. PUtt 

Tlie Andent Sacrifkc Hahlon Leonaid Fisher. 

Fudctc Herstt Acxrbo. Roth Sbtpard Fht^ 

At the End of the Road. MadiMO Cawdn. 

In the Roman Fonmi. AmcUa JoaepMiw Bnrr. 

mnner of Second. Witter Brnner. 

Foretaste. Hahlon Leonard Fisher. 

The i^mbol. Hldiatd Janrton. 

A Lynmontfa Widow. Amdia JoaqpUne Bnrr. 

The Ooqnette. Witter Bjnner. 

Ibe doaed Book. Madison Cawdn. 

Jewel-Weed. Fknoiee Earie Coatei. 

Charwomen. Jamea Norman HalL 

The D^aama Jane Bdfldd. 

Sentinels. Witter Bjnmer. 

Out of Babjrlon. CUnton SeoUaid. 

To a Pboebe-Blrd. Witter Bjoav. 

A Round. Fkmnce Earla Coalca. 

Hk Dear Adratnrvr. Ridtard Burton. 

Idol*; Richard Barton. 

SbalKspesre. Witter Bpuxr. 

The AnarddsL ZoC Atkins. 

Jasmines. David Morton. 

The Ezeto- Road. Atar LowcU. 

Regret for AttUs. John Mjeit OUara. 
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The Flieflka of SnmliU. Etbd Mone Fool. 

In MenMrUmi Jean Moreu, 18M-1910. WilUua Aspen- 

WKll Bndlef. 
LiUnj of Nation*. ViUlun Griffith. 
Hie Town In Rvt Nlcolu Beuidlu (tr. bj Edward J. 

O^rien). 
The HaiUng Tnlna. Nicolas Beandln (tr. by Edward J. 

CVBrlai). 
Modem Heaven. Nicolas Bouidin (tr. bj Edward J. 

O'Brien). 
HTinn of TtdL Nlcdaa Beandin (tr. bj Edward J. 

aSrlco). 
To Mr Lore CUld. Joaeph Benwrd Rethy. 
The Crinuon Rain. John Hyera (XHara. 
Hybla. John Myeta (THara. 
Funeral Eidgram. John Mjetg O'Hara. 
Hesaallna. John Hjera O'Hara. 
Cell Hates. Louis Vntenneyer. 
Gr^. Ljdla Gibson. 
Lo«t Treasnre. Lfdla Gibson. 
The Mother. Lydla Glbaon. 
A Qucation. Edmond HcKenna. 
Horses. ElkabeQi Waddell. 
The Drug Oak. Eanioe Ttetjens. 
Prelude. Edmond McKenna. 
Than and Their Wires. EllMbeth WaddetL 
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TITLES AND AUTHORS OF ALL POEMS 

APPEABINO IN THE MAGAZINES 

FOB 1»14 



TteRlTCr. John MaMfleUL 

Hope OUtct Herford. 

Hw Dream and Ihe Song. JaniM D, Cortottkers. 

A Beetbcmn Andante. Grace Haaard ConUing. 

Ooda and Heroes of the Gad. Eleanor Rogen Cok. 

Hie Poet Rdrakee hU Flatterers. Fannie Steuns Davis. 



Testerdar and To^daj. Alice FdidU Omy. 

To Arms. Lools Untermcjer. 

HdasI Oiarks Hanson Towne. 

Fifth AvauK In Fog. James NorauD Hall. 

Joan. IjHua Beoet 

Van*— 
Tbe Credble. Robert Haicn Sdiafller. 
Of Lore HaiTln Fence. 
To Hj Bafar Hilda. Grace Haaard ConUlng. 
Loftfs Lantern. Jo^ee Kilmer. 
Hie FafOtfte^ Anna (Sea Stoddard. 

JprU — 
To Hf Uttle Son. PaoUne Floivnce Broiwer. 
GeronskM OInos, Poslbimioiu. Robert Broirnlii^ 
To a Ladf on Ifae Eve of Easter. JolUn Street. 
Menace.' Ge<»ge Sterling. 
To Poseidon of Snntom. Jsmes 8. Hartfii. 
At Um Cb'en Grtn. Cale Toong Rlcfe 
Ad Thallardiam. Hurln Ferree. 

On Hans Glirlstian Andersen's *Snow Queen." William 

Rose Beoet 
Hie Redwing. BUss Carman. 
Greco Paints His Uaateririece; Hiomas WaUi. 
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Hie Miier. m^inU Fraier BoyI& 
Tbe LMt Shrine. Rkbud Le GalUenne. 
Pa^laed. Dondu Oner, 

/«Jy — 
Hk Gaoler. Helen Gray Cone. . 
Ai^Toach. (Sa^B CromwelL 
UiKler HuuiA I^ Don^u Doer. 
fiimrmraiM. Lovls UBtenuefer. 
Hk TnitMa. Amu (Hen Stoddard. 

"O Uf l/m LeoDorel" Pumle Steanu Glfford. 

Toatli Speaks to Age. Marlon Contbouf Smith. 

Age Call! to Toatfa. Marion Coathouf Smith. 

9oDg. Brian Hooker. 

Tbe Blue Scarf. Amj LoxrdL 

Thne Poplata. Witter Bynner. 

AngeU and Hen. WUUam Herrey Woods. 

Hie Featt of tiw Gods. William Rose Benet. 

S*ptspA*r— 
Tbe lAgoon at NlgM (Venice). Grace Haaaid CoDkUnK. 
LaadMBpea. Louis Unterme;er. 
Fatbofl and Sona. J. G. P. 
Pattenu. James Oppcnhdm. 
'' AUde the AdrcntDie. James Oppenhelm. 
Tite ak*e; James OppBibelm. 
TIk Lcd^ Cblld. James Oppoihelm. 
Fdk-Hnngns. James Oppenbefan, ' 
Jof of Uilng. James Oiqteahdm. 
A Handfnl of Dust James Oppenbefan. 
Tbe Woman Speaks. James Oppenbdm. 
^We Dead. James Oppcnbelin. 

Ootobtr— 
. limits Tliron^ the IiOat WllUam Rose Benet 
Tbe Merchant. Dongas I>aer. 
Dnst J. H. Wallacb 
Nnmber TUrtecn. Btl^ Talbot Sehaffaner. 
Time'i VlsloD. Noneys Jephson OfCoaor. 



-Cdogle 



Bidiud LeGkUeniu. 



Pi^. Sua Tnadde. 

A Later Dtj. Harriet Preacott Spoffmd. 



After tlie Rain. Tboatai Walih. 

JTvcA— 
Trea>nre Trove. Lee Wllsoa Dodd. 
HibKIm. Sara TeawUe. 
IbePooL Harf WUte Slater. 
Spent DoroU^ PaaL 

Aprtt— 
Night Song at Amalfl. Sara Ttmadak. 

lf»3F- 

Ttie FUm of Lite diaries HanMn TowbK 

Fog. Uiette Woodwortli Reeie. 

A White Nl^ LonlM ColUv TOtomc. 

TiK River. Loolse DriaeolL 
Hesperldea. SaiA N. Ctegfasn. 



/•I,- 
Lou. David Morton. 
Among tiie Pines. James Herbert Hon& 
In Hemoij of a Dumb Friend. Amelia Jose^ine Ban. 
You and I. Dora Read Goodale. 
Over tbe Meadow. Loolse Hainan SOL 
Notiting that Can Die. Florence Earie Coatea. 
Sorrow's Shadow. Fannie Steams Glfford. 

176 



byGoogle 



Enbeutouawnt Sank N. Cl^bora. 

Exile. AUce Don HUlcr. 



SCRIBMBR'S 



Stodctit SoD^> RoMrt L(Mil§ StercftBOfL 
Hw HcAher. Lnm Spencer Porter. 
lire llir Ufe. FImvocc Esiie Coates. 
Tbe Foeby of the Future. Aoitlii DobMn. 

Ptbrwtry — 
ChUd, Chad. Grace PaHow Norton. 
With Walton In An^Land. Robert OUbert Welsh. 

Ifarek— 
In the Hi^ Hllla. Haxwdl Stnitbers But. 
Rqiriere. Charlotte WUno. 

April— 
Retnra. David Hortoo. 
Nl^t and D^. a A. Price, 

8lr John Chandoe and the Earl of Pembroke. E. Sntton. 
The Oift of Ood. Edwin Arlington RoblnooD. 
Lines Upon Reading a Garden AnnoaL Mildred Howella. 



Hojf- 



How Spring Comes to Siesta Jfau. Henrj ti 
The Trodden Way. Martha HaskeU Oa^ 
Old Parlngdown. Olive TOfoid Dargan. 
Tbc Snntmons. WUHam Rose Benet 
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SotecA Walter Malooe. 

Hw Homewaid Boad. Cbaria Buxton Ooln^ 

JfA,- 
latiw-ZooL" G«orse T. Marriu 
TbK Plpet of Oie Kortb. E. Snttco. 
SoDg. Giam Ward Dieaback. 

A*fm$t — 
Iht Hotber. IliMdMU GaniMo. 
n>e RMenta* BnmhiaHwi Jcaiie Wallace 



CanTalMCieB. Amj LowdL 

Hm Kecnln* Wind. GUntoD ScoUard. 

Wood Hlnrter. Stephen BferrleB Staatoo. 

8»pi*mb4T — 



Tbe Swimmer at BUinore. Haortee Frandi Egso. 



Deaert Song. Jobn GaUwo rthy . 

A dODCMter Hebnaman's Soof. Jamea B. Connoll 

Of Old. Editti I*«t Woodworth. 

D«eM»6«r — 
Aaother Dark Ladf. Edwin Arlington RoblofOD. 
Cradle Song. Josephine Preston Peabody. 
Ttm Upper Slopei. Mu^nt Sherwood. 
A Christmas Vision. John Kendrlck Bangs. 
Hw Standard-Bearer. Henrf van Djkt. 
A Feast of Tabemaclea. Jobn FInley. 
Vox Clanuutis. C A. Price. 

THE FORUU 



Tbe Song of the WoneO. Florence KIper. 
Tbe SoDg of tbe Wind. John Allan WtcOw Jr. 

Fihr%try — 
The Modd. Harriet Honrac 
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Tbe CUMmberwoaiui. Hiodiu MonlL 
Anttn'a Dutec^ AddlMs Lewis. 

Vonk— 

A Street C17. ArOnir Ketdram. 
FUfrlnugft L«m CempbdL 
At tbe Loom. Beatrice Redpetb. 



Apia— 

Tbe C17 of Wonan. Victor Stubw^ 

Tbe Seaet Onaidlui. C3i«riei L. Bndiuan. 

Jf-y- 

StUl life, Loali Unteim^er. 

Onr Ladr of tbe Wood. TenM Hadbj. 

Tbe DOettaote Wetau. Sbacmu O'SbecL 



The Han of tlie Hilltop. Arthur DftTiion Picke. 
For He flie TMn. I^maa Bitmxl 
Lore. LmIjb LovIm Everett 

TIk Stranger Wonan. Hnritl Rice. 

Tbe Danger of Jelmi. Beatrice Eadpatti. 



Id CiTpte VncaiiAed. Mablon Leonard FlAer. 
SoDoeti of a Portrait-Painter. Arttmr DaviMn Flcke. 



Stpt ^m h tr — 
iDterfan. Edna SL VIUMBt Hlllay. 
Tbe Prophet tTrnm Bi7>oo. 
Tlie Two FlaiMS. Eloite Briton. 



Tbe Shnmd. Edna St Vincent UXOmf. 

TIk CardinaTi Garden. VHU AnwiiL WIttn Bfi 

Uearare fbr Hcwnre; Rldittd Botkr QlaeMtr. 

<Md Honaea. Uaette Reeac. 
TontiL C R. Mnipli;. 



^dbvGoogle 



TALE REVIBW 



Hm Djrlng Pantheist to the PrieaL HcniT A. Been. 
II17 Who SetDt Um TMseOed Pine. Frederldc Erutiia 

God and the Fanner. Ptederkk Erwbu FitrW. 

AprU— 
Adi Wedneadaf. John EnUne. 
The Wind* of HaMti. Walter Pterce. 
The Bxll& Walter Pieice. 

JfOg- 
Tbe Mirror. Fannie Steam* Giffttrd. 
Becape^ Fannie Steanu GIff ord. 
To a Moeking-Binl. wnUam Akxaoder Percy. 
Tonng Bdtu. Wtlter Bynner. 
Sniety. Witter BTnner. 

OeM>»r — 
Tlie "Moaca" of Hiclwd Angela Robert Brownlnf. 
On Being Defied to EzpicM in a Hacaueter: *■ Tou Ought 

to Sit CO the Safety-Valve." Robert Brawnlnf. 
Um Toimg Poet to Italf. Charlotte Wilflca. 
Evening. Charlotte Wilson. 
Deaire of Fame. Qiarlotte Wllaon. 
To Uj Enemf. Cbariotte Wilaon. 
Tlie Tramp's RefnuL Vacbel Undiay. 
IntervaL Lee Wilson Dodd. 



THE SMART SET 



New York. Edwin Daviea SdioonmakcT. 

Old Poeta. JofOe Kilmer. 

All Else bnt Lore. WlUaid A. Wattles. 

At m Subway SUtion. Sara Toudale. 

His Stenogr^iher — At he dletatca to lier. Harriet Hooroe. 
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Pnnk. Witter Bfimer. 

VarUtlKW on « Clualc Hicdk. Louis VntenaefV. 

A Hoon Seng. Sklpwitb CmumIL 

A Desert Vlston. Clinton ScolUrd. 

The Bailed of St John of Nepomok. George Sterilng. 

The Reporter — An Assignmeot. Pmul Scott Howrer. 

Bewildemtent. Victor Starbock. 

Beuuucht Leat — Hf Blessing With You. Dmm BjTDe. 

A Fenn In Wall Street. Jofan HTen O'Hara. 



lajatty. Edltli Hvlbert Hamilton. 

Hie Hunting of Astsrte. George Steritng. 

New Songs of Sappho: The Rebuke. The Friend at Satdis. 

Lassltnde. Ablution. John Mjen (THant. 
An Angd. Witter Bynoer. 
Bloodroot Bliss Carman. 
Tlie Police Gawtte. Arthur DaTison PIcke. 
The LaA RereL Arthur Wallace Peach. 
Wine of the World. John Hall Wbeelock. 
Ttie Billiard Players. Edwin DaTies Sdioonmalnr. 
Gifts. Mary Am<rid Lewlsohn. 
White Silence. Hahlon Leonard Fisher. 
Man and Woman. Reginald Erlgfat Kauffman. 
Portrait of a GlrL W. G. Tinckom-FemaDdes. 
TIk Awakening; Alofslus CM. 

Mareh — 
The Weed's Coniiad. Bliss Carman, 
A Bioken Lute. CUnton ScoUard. 
A Ballade of Otd-Tbue Captains. Donn Bfme. 
Skyscrapen. Horace HoU^. 
A March Mood. Louis Untermcfer. 
Memorf. Katberine WlUiams Sinclair. 
Then Should You Know. Iran Swlfti 
Rarer Than Comets. Witter Banner. 
VUlanelle of Vision. Willard HnnUogton Wright 
Exile. Kelsej Petdnl Kitchd. 
To the Harpies. Artiinr Darison Ficke. 
Ihe Wolf. Richard BnUer (Haenaer. 

April— 
At the I.ast Witter Bjmner. 
Ballard of Two Seas. George Steriing. 
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willow Song. Robert LoremaB. 

or Umne Winter. Huy Alice Ogden. 

Spring Nlgbt Sws Tevdnle. 

Hubood. WOlud A. Wattles. 

1%e Still nM». Hahlmt Leonard Fldier. 

I Walked the Wood. Ridiard Le QalUainc 

Hie Connby of the Toong. Doen Bjme. 

The Twelve Poi^-Flfe. Jojce Kltanar. 

lf'44-e-a-t4MM-a. Bdmnnd Vance CocAc 

Sejiaratian. Brian Hooker. 

ApriL Lonto Uvteaoi^w. 

Snnday. Lndwlg Lewtaotia. 

Tbt Truant Vfju, Clfntaa SeoUaid. 

Tha Hooae of DeaUi. Hden Cowles Le Cnit. 

Her (Svn. Otarlea Can^bdl Jonea. 

Ifo,- 

Vlrgfai lale. Flomee Brook*. 

-Yon Nercr Can TdL George SterUng. 

Under the Snow. Richard Le GaIU(sn& 

Pas De Troll. BUia Caiman and Uary Penj King. 

HonMS. Ludwlg Lewlxdm. 

A ^rlng Song. Robert Lorcman. 

neSea. Lonlae DrlsoriL 

Dead Dreams. Blandw Shoemaker Wagataff. 

Ttte Woman-at-Aims. Victor Starbodt. 

Snoday Night Lonls Untermerer. 

Ddicatesien. Jofce KHmcr. 

■tbe CalL Faith BaldwlB. 

WHd Swans. SUpwitb CanncQ. 

Hie Mule Driver. Hoirj Herbert Knlbbs. 

Spring In Lesbos. Jchn Myers O'Hara. 

Pan In the Cl^. "netor Staiback. 

Joaqnlls. Lonls Unteniteyer. 

Love's SQeooes. Charles Hanscm Towne. 

After Lore; Sara Teasdale. 

Mardssas. Robert Bridges. 

My Heares Desire. Htniy Heriwrt Knlbbs. 

ne Diyad Oiild. Miriam Crittenden Carman. 

I Bring yon All I Have^ Witter 'Bjmier. 

The Poet Hetonis. Victor Neoborg. 

Premiere Daasensc; Fatuiy Hodges Newman, 

188 



byGoogle 



CoDnmnnatkn. Hafaloo Leeouid FUier. 

A Flctnni EUMbeth Curtis Holiiun. 

At tlw LrtUce. ArcUbald SoUItu. 

Le UMa. Pw TbtoOon de BanvUte. 

Wute Flrdi^ Fannie Steam D»*to. 

I Merer Kaew. Blanche Sboemaker Wsgataff. 



Mttrj'i Eyes. Hennann Hagedorn. 
Argodci. Victor StartradE. 
TheCboft EUubetti Roberts HacDoniJd. 
Hie Laat Demand. Faith Baldwlii. 
Tte Mendicant Artiiar Wallace Peacfa. 
A Han tb a Clnb Window. Reginald Wtjigbt Kanffman. 
Ballad of tbe l^elded Kiss. Etbel Allen Hurpl^. 
HcutMaae. CSiffoid Etus Van Ho^ 
Sonoma. Witter Bynner. 
Spaboit, Edna Valentine TrapnelL 
Kannait and London. Harrj Kemp. 
. He Went for a Soldier. Ruth Comfort. MltcbdL 
Daifc. Lanr* Benet. 
Ite Dwelling. CUntoo Soollard. 
MoDM. Sophie Irene Loch. 
Dlteil Aot FanUl Falre? Hortenae Flexner. 

Songs of Harried Lore. Lndwlg Lewltohn. 
Tim Winds of God. Charles Wbartim Stoilc 
Books. Grace Fallow Norton. 
Ihe Artist Hande Ralston. 
A Mew York SkTKmper. Hadlson Cawetai. 
Noctnme. Bttod Dunne; 

Tbe Uerdtfnt AdTcntoicrs. Charhe Cam^ieU Jones. 
Sumner in Town. Gocdm Jehnstone. 
Sblpraates. Witter Bjnoer. . 
In a Garden. David UortOD. 
Rondenaa. llKnias Walsb. 
An Old Haid. Lonls Un lehu cyer. 
Panainanlan Nl^tst Bxlnr Season. D17 Season. Gloi 
Ward DresbadL 

84pUmb4r— 
Doobt Catherine SUk Haeanb. 
ADfagDMIs. John Gould Fletcher. 
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HedtUtkB FatfadiqK. Lvdwlg LcwImIul 

Hom^Rctanlng. lUdiud Bnrtan. 

Nawport Alice Dner Killer. 

Love's Feet Linger. Bertcn Bralef. 

A WlDdow In AcMla Vaie. Stephen Flillllp& 

Occult Summer. Qordm JohnitoDe. 

Ibe Hour of lite. Eln BtAet. 

Ballade of Hj Le^i Book. Cbariea Cnnpbdl Jonee. 

Lore In Taomilna. Robert Garland. 

For a Gnltar. Domi Bfine. 

The Wind. Victor Starimck. 

Oetcbtr — 
Watte. Amelia JoMphloe Bnrr. 
Law. Hermann Hagedom. 
To a Diacarded Parorite. Winifred Webb. 
KtU Sonp. Charlee Hanson Townc. 
Violets. AMn Prabasco Nipgen. 
Song. Ettwl Alfen Horpl^. 
Skj BaUle: Hany Kemp. 
Mown Fldds. Leonard Doai^Aj. 
Tbe Little Inn at Oramchalre. Clinton Sodlard. 
Haxlamm and Hinlinmo. Charles Ir?lii JunUn. 
T»o Incaraatlao*. Etiiel Talbot SdielTaiier. 



THE BELLMAN 

Hie CofotA ClMries Badger Claric, Jr. 

Hie Ancient Sacrtflcb HaUon Lccoard Fisher. 

" Fnnere MersH Aceiba" Rnth Shqibard Pbdpi 

Hie CnH. C T. Rf der. 

On the Housetop. H. E. Bnhler. 

A Song of the Sunset Stokd^ S. Pltfaer. 

White Violets. Looise Pole^. 

Ob tiie Bead). U. E. BoUer. 

Tlie Child In Black. Amelia Josephine Bnrr. 

At Hie End of the Road. Madison Caweln. 

Id ttie Roman Fomm. Amdla Josephine Bnrr. 

WInotf of Second. Witter Bynner. 

SakooKt Rooks. M. B. Bnhler. 

Poretastft Hahlon Leonard Plaber. 

Tbe SjmtxiL Rtcbaid Bnrton. 

A Lynmonth Wkhnr. Amelia Josephine Bnrr. ^ 
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Tbe Coquette. Wttter Bjuner. 

The WUte FUg; Jowph Warren BeaA. 

Tbe QOMd Boc*. Hadlnn Cawdn. 

Jewel-Weed. Ftorenee Earie Casta. 

dwrwonuui. James Norman MalL 

Gnraard'a Htm± NeUon Odlin^ 

BnriaL Artbnr Adanu. 

Tbe DTiMina Jane BeUeld. 

SeotlneU. Witter Bynner. 

The Maitc^-Poet. TItereM V. Beard. 

Stormy Sunset Hadiaon Cawcin. 

Out of Babylon. CUnton Scdiard. 

To a HtodM-Bird. Witter Banner. 

The Lame Child. Amelia Joeepliine Burr. 

A Romtd. Fknvnce Earle Coates. 

Hk De«d Friend. Margaret Widdcmer. 

The Dear Adrentnrcr (In Mcmor;ri J- ^- &■)• R- Rlcbard 

BBrtoa 
The Eternal Trian^ Paul Herrer Fox. 
Tbe Huqaerader. Jamea B. Kenyon. 
Idob. Rkhard Burton. 
Tbe Fallen. C. T. Rjder. 
UUpnt LlbnuT. Nora Arefaibdd Sinlth. 

UPPINCOTT'S 
J o Knary — 
On » Friend's Fatabig. llMnias Crawford Oalbreatb. 
Unshackled. Hennsn Sdteffaner. 
like Pangs of Vktory. Rldwrd Kirk. 

Pthnarjf — 
Hagle. George Horrls Stroat 
Hie Dream MtnatieL Kometb Rand. 
Resargence. Jane BriOeUL 
Taton Est) Ada Uehllle Sbaw. 
IflTOcatkn. Arthur Wallace Peadi. 
The Award. Anbdnette Dc Connej Patteiaon. 

Jfarek — 

Lore's Goal. Helen Hicks Bates. 

The Forsaken SeaporL Hahlon Leonard Flsber. 

The Good Snow-FUke. Rldtard Kirk. 

Hie AD-Motber. Florence Earle Coates. 
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A Defert Eteidng^ Jam Biooks Bart 

Tte ■■ FlTliig Dntcbmui^'' Betlev. Frederick H. Uuteaa. 

Bester. Haj7 ElcMior Boberte. 

Pantiidaai. Vktn StMbnck. 

Barter «t Naaaietb. Olntaii ScolUrd. 

Hannted. n>aniaa Onnt Springer, 
Hm Honiner. Floieoce Eerie Coatee. 
In Uaaorj. AUoe B. AUen. 
Earl;^ ApiU Id Orautouc Wttter Banner. 
Recalled. WlHlun Roio BoieL 

Jmu — 
Jane. WllUs Bofd Allai. 
A Lore Song. Cbarles Hanson Town& 
Let U> Oo A-GTpiTiiig. Clara Odd! L700. 
A Sons of tbe BTmDewxnL Edith If. Itioiiias. 
Mooo-GUnL Jane Bdfldd. 

Jut!/— 
The Winding Lane. Etiiel HaUeU Porter. 
CUck o> the Latdi. Nane^ Bjrd Tamer. 
Dawn. HaUon Leon&rd Fisher, 



Scent of Clorer. Alice E. Allen. 
' Twlli«))t Sara Teaedale. 
CallfcHitla Sunshine In Hldsmnmer. OUre B. Read. 
Latent. Kate Pntnam Osgood. 
Counterpart!. Alice WeUlngbm Rollins. 
Aa D*.j» Qo Down the Wert. Marion Manvllle. 

8»pt»wA*r — 
A Coin ot LMbos. Sarah U. B. PlatL 
Unrest A. Lampman. 
Sonseb Dora H. H^ner. 
Where Har<dd Sleeps. Florence Esrle Coatcs. 
To a Wild Boae. L. L. Biddlb 
LcMons. Blehard Kirk, 
llie Price. Carlotta Pen;. 
Ihe Priceless Boon. Stoart Sterae. 

186 



byGoogle 



OtUA»r— 
Ktmtan for H««aan. Mugwet H. LnHeu. 
A Fafdiig. Artfanr WmIU«e Peufa. 
inUoMU FaUim CbulM Hcarf Lodets. 
Dbif Dong, Anon. 
Song. i«ngdaa Ebryn HHAeU. 
lite Pkded PaiU7* Cortli H>IL 

THE MASSES 



BatOe Hymn. Loolc Untenn^er. 
From Harry In Engtontl. Hany Kemp. 
The Huqnender. Sarah N. C3eghorB. 
Hw Tnppen. Wilton Aguew Bwiett 

'The CSMmpion. Harry Kemp. 
ConfldencA WiD Herfoid. 
HelolM Smu Abdnid. Jod EUu Splngnm. 
Lost Leaden. Edmond HcKenna. 

Monk — 

Qardem of Baboon. Lanra Beoet 
Onward Chrlrtlan Natkni. WIQ Herford. 

Apra — 
Poor GIrL Willtam Rom BeoeL 
Comrade Jemu. Sarah N. Cl^Mm. 
The Sanawba Striker. By a Paint Oredc Miner. 

Mag- 
Cell-Hatcs. Louis Uotenierer. 

Peter Pan, Obit New York HCHXrv. Ednmd McKeoiu. 
Leares of BnTdoek. Harry Kemp^ 
Children of Ktn^ Lydia GOmod. 
, Grey. If dla GibaoB. 
Lort Treasure. Lydla GIbaoa. 
YcUow. LydU Gib«n. 
Aecrilan. Lydla GUmoo. 
Hie Mother. Lydla OOMon. 
April Scent. LydU Glbwn. 
Hie Child Speaki. Lydla Gibson. 
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Lodknr. H. B. hefitk. 

A Ciutaater. Lool* Untennejer. 

A Walter. Rote Putor Stokea. 

Social ProfMM. Rex Lampman. 

God'j BhiDiIer. Clnncnt Riefaafdaoa Wood. 



A Qneatloii. Edmond HcKcnna, 
AJMTcfa. Horace HoUef. 

J-JSf- 
Honea. ElbabeOi WaddeU. 

AMffUtt — 

God'a AcTfc Witter BTimer. 

The Three Whose Hatred Kffled TltenL Irwin QnaMu 

Decoration Da.7. Ijonla Untenn^er. 

Prleats. Jaioea Oppetdtelm. 

OvllUatlan. James Oppenhetan. 

Tasting the Earth. James Oppenbdm. 

nie Rnnner in the SUea. James Oppoibdm. 

Song of the Free PoeL dement Rkbardaen Wood. 

Hie Plain Clotbes Han Speaks. Ridiard Coe Bland. 

ClTlUsatlon. Edmond HcEeuna. 

Ha^^tj. Edmimd R. Brown. 



Langb it Off. -Bttaoa HalL 
The Dmg deifc. Ennice Ttetjcna. 
lUx^waj BcadL Hairj Ken^. 
The Smokeia. Hay Endtcoff. 

Do(o*#f — 
Prefade. Edmond HcKenna. 
Miracle. Nina BnD. 
A Bad Bnsiness. Hugo Scdlg. 
Cnstom. Maijr CarolTn Davlea. 
The Public Schocd Teacher. H. H. 

THE INTERNATIONAL 
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ImtOMnee. Rkbud Le GkUtetine. 

Night LTTte. : 

A New Ymt. 

The Tbirrt of Situi. George SterUng. 

A SoDg of Life B. RMidl Herta. 

Wl^F H«i7 CuMtfu Dovfca, 

Dtrge. Orilck Jehni. 

Song; Bloncke ahocnwl 

Coaqneicd. Zoe Akliu. 

The Dnmkni PoeL AlgenWD Botcmd. 



A Oudea tat Hedco. Ruth OaUm*. 

ne VIoUn. Willud Hantingtin Wright 

ThcAnucUtt Zoe AUnt. 

"Ttot Walk tai Dorfcnew." Geoqe Sterling. 

Tbt Ereriutlng Doora. Rldwrd Le GalUenDC 

After Hearing a Walta bj Bartok. Amj LoweU. 

Litanf . Blandie Ghocaoaker WagstoS. 

KttpUa. George Sterilng. 

Fortanate Iilandc CUntan Scellard. 

Alone; Anne Simon. 

P&grima of Uie Spring; RnUi Gaines. 

Qootb the Sim of Beimnda. RMiaid Butler (Baenaer. 

Jaonlaes. David Morton. 

To a Dead Beanfy. Witter Bjnner. 

April— 
Harry Ibnntao Peck (Died hj bif own baoda, Hardi »S, 

1*14). Jod EUaa ^ringanu 
Rkh Bnon^ Stokeley S. PiAer, 
Ibe Exeter Road. An^ LoirelL 
The Wood Anemene; Hadlton Cawein. 
Song of die Scariet Hoat Joaeph Bernard Rettiy. 
Spiteg. Katharine N. Bhoada. 
Amende.* John Nidx^aa BelTd. 

Sea-Lore. Tletor Starbnck. 

Wine Red. Egmont Hegel Arena. 

Deep in the Night Sam Tcaadaie. 

To Anna Pavlowa Dancing, Jod Eliai Spingam. 

XlaaUp. Ibomai HooK. 
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Rcfrtt for Atttdi. Join Hyaa CfHcn. 

A Bmut bf Oe Sea. Witter draper. 

Before the OatM. Mntk* A. Beer. 

And Tim Spake So. Tbomaa Hoglt 

Joa^ in tk Hone of Pot^ter. MMaB E. OafaMH. 

Sooli. Hotaee BoOcr. 

PriMO Song, William AleMPder Vnctj. 

the Pteellka <rf Sufda. Etbd Morae PooL 



Sooff at DentUon. Babfadnnalfa T^forc 

Tha Gofpae. Sk^Hrttt CaaniiL 

Lore ScBg. Ok^wRli CannclL 

The Fond. Hden Hart 

Beeanae of Ton. Blancte abowMtor Wa^teff. 

Iwdde^ Hetlf. Blanche Slnanakar Wa«rtaS. 



llie -nMnb of Oaear ^nide. Bttd Talbert SdMffaner. . 

BecoDtrCb Arthur- Ketdutfla* 

Cafe Db Neant Hloa Lof. 

To Oardeida. Joa^ Beniard BiHOif. 

Hatred. Jdm Hardiall Bold. 

S«ptMB&#r — 
Wilbetm IL, Prince <rf Peace. Oaorge Srlfcater Tlendc 
Tbe Gcnnan-Americao to Hli Adopted Coontix. Oeo^e 

BflTerter Vkre^ 
Tlw Caar ot Rnwia. Joacph Benaid tUXbj. 
Tite Ballia of i^t""-, Jofan Utcti {yHara. 
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Soofi to • Soldi _ 

Pnja of * Poet Scddler. Uuguete HneutotMrg. 

SgUler*! Song; HugHCta Unencterberg. 

In Hcnwrlami Jean Morcu, IBSS-ltlOi WUllam Atpcn- 

wall Brmdler. 
CoMoa. RidMid M. Hmtt 

Rher InqncMloni^ Blancbe Shoemaker Wagrtaff. 
Hnerta. Oeorgo Sylntta Vlereek. 

OetebtT'- 
Dr. Paovlft Deaetot fran Heatai. Qeorge Sjht^tu Vie- 

Tbe Town In Rot Nkolaa Beandnln. (Trau. by Edward 
J. (yBrlen.) 

Tba HallUig Tralni. NkoUa BcandalB. (Trana. by Ed- 
ward J. (rarkn.) 

Modem Heaven. Nleolaa Beandnin. (Trana, by Edwird 
J. 03rlen.) 

Hymn of TUL NkoUi Bcaudnlii. (Trana. bj Edward J. 
(ySrlen.) 

To my Lon CUId. Jotepb Bernard RrtbT'. 

"1914." Feidtnaad Earin. 

Valnca^ WnUam Lamb Franda. 

Challenge. Mary M. ReUnger. 

Utanr <rf Nalkna. WOUam GiUHh. 

THE TREND ' 
Salome: Fttta Sanbon. 
Arabdla Jonea, Rcna Caif SbdBeld. 
ValD Excoao. Walter Conrad Arenaberg. 
An BMtet LQy. N. R. H. 
TraQIiig Artnitni. Henry Clayton HopUna. 
Spring. JnlU V. Bond. 
A Coward. Walter Ptfchaid Eaton. 
An BpH^h. Walter Ceomd Aieuberg. 
Hie Parttani. Frank fflmmda. 
ne Can. Harold Bollard. 
To Oe Wind. Robert Alden Sanborn. 
The Val^y ol SIknee. Haiy Fari^ Sanborn. 
To ■ Oardal in AprlL Walter Conrad Arouberg. 
Groea Oidlda for a BCcnuad. Donald Enna. 
Stan of ParU — In April <rf a UniTid^ in tiw Hondn^ 
Donald ETani. 
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Une Nnlt BtaddM Dould Enaa. 

Yon ud H& Hat7 Fulqr Suiboni. 

The Price. WmHcr Pricbud Baton. 

OnuilpoteaL John Ha^. 

The Old HUL Witter Brniier. 

To Om Defending New Tc^c Walter Prlchard Eaton. 

Hie ShadcnM of Detlre. Donald BTau. 

Portrait Walter Conrad Arenaberg. 

Out of the Sea. Witter Banner. 

Reckoning. John Macr. 

Camet de Voyage. Wallace Stereni. 

CoDTerse. Helen Hoyt 

"—And Battles Long Ago." Witter Banner. 

Jiut Lately Drummer Boy. DJuna ChappeU Barnes. 

Safety. John Haey. 

The Nl^t of Atladne. Walter Conrad Arensberg. 

FartnriUou. Hlna Loy. 

Por ttte Hanntbif of Haona. Donald Evens. 



VOLUMES OF POETEY PUBLISHED 
DURING ldl4 

Tlie Knlebt of the Oilneae Dragon. Janes Cloyd Bow- 
man. The Pfelfer Preas, Colmnbiu, Ohio. 

Veracs. Marion Morgan Mnlllgan. Pnblbbed by the Au- 
Oior. 

At Ifae Worid't Heart. Cale Yoong Rice. Doubkday, Page 
ft Coi 

Beyond ti>e Stars. Charie* Hanson Tovne. Mitchell Kcn> 
nerly. New ToA City. 

BmneUcadU. John Galea Howard. PubUshed by the An- 
Uior, San Frandaco. 

Cdtle MemoriM and Other Poems. Norreys Jeiduon 
O'Conor. John Lane Co, New YoA City. 

lite Cdlectcd Works of Margaret L. Woods. John Lane 
Co., New YoA Qty. 

The Wine Presa. A Tale of War. Alfred Noyes. F. A. 
Stokes Co.. New YoA City. 

Lyrics from the CUneM. Hden WaddeU. Hongfaton Mif- 
flin Co., Boston. 

lite Flight and Other Poems. George Edward Woodberry. 
Macmlllan Co., New York City. 
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Ab Eoi^Ut Dante:. A TruulAtion In tbe Orlginml Rli^ttun 

and RhjuM*. John Pjnt. Albert and CbarLe* Bmii, 

New YoA aty. 
Ovt of Bandage Fanny HodgM Newman. Paul Elder & 

Co.) San IFYanclsco. 
Hie Poothllli of Famaaaoa. Jotm Eendrick Bang*. Hac- 

mlllan Co. New Yoi^ aty. 
Hie Hlnor Poemt of Joaeph Beamnont, 161S-lfiM. Edited 

fnmi the Autogr^>h Hannicrlpt, with Introdnetim and 

Notea. Eltrfse Eoblnaon. HoDghhm HUHin Co., Boa* 

ton. 
LoTC and tbe Univenc^ The launortalt and Other Poenu. 

Albert D. Watwio. HacmillaD Co., New York dtj. 
Angarlea. LwiTeiice Blnyoo. J^m Lane Ca, New York 

aty. 

Latin Songs. Claaalcal, Hedletal, and Modem, with Music. 
Clavin S. Brown. G. P. Patnam'a Son*, New York 

In the High HlUa. HaxweU Stnithera BnrL Houston 

MHM o Co, Boatou. 
Poema. John L. Stoddard. George L. Shnmaa & Co., Boa< 

too. 
Tlw Rift in tiie daad. Songs of Lore and FalUt John S. 

WftghtncKir. Shaman, French ft Co., Boeton. 
He Who Won tbe World. A Poem of tiie Twentieth Cen- 

fauy ChrlsL Edward Ptjaaa PowelL Sherman, Frettdi 

k Co., Boatoo. 
Driftwood and Foam. Gary F. Jacob. Sherman, French ft 

Co., Boafam. 
New Canadian Poema. Wameford MoffaL WiUIatn 

Brigga, Toronto. 
From Far Landa. "Gerrais Gage" (J. Laurence Ran- 

tonl). Hacmillan Co, New Yoi^ City. 
Songa of ttie Dead Bnd. Patrick HacGllL Mitchell Ken- 

nofey, New Yorit aty. 
Afllnlty. Maurine Hathaway. Bane tt Hopklaa, New 

YoA City. 
Collected Poema. Norman Gale. Hacmillan Co., New York 

City. 
Songa from the Smote. Haddelne Sweeny Miller, irilh an 

Introduction by Simon K. Fatten. The MeUtodlst Book 

Concern, New York City. 
Songa and Pocmi. Martin Scfaotae. Hie Laurentlan PnV 

liahera, Cbicago^ 
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Ibe auba «f the Wind, ud Other Pocu. Onee Fallow 

Norton. Hottgfcti MtWta us Bottoo. . 
Bill. A Diamotk Mkigorj. Hudie flhocnater Waf- 

■ta*. Hoffa^ Taid * C4x, Nmr Tork Oty, 
niooi^ Reofano of Song, buc BuMtt CKoatft Qt^pk 

PiddbUivCa, Borton. 
A Sbomr of VoMi. AMm RanJWph. Ite H. W. Or^ 

Co, Nor Toik City. 
At tte Shrine ntd Otber Poem. Oeorge Hottert Cbrtc 

Stnmt ft Kldd Co, canefaaoU, OUa 
In « tOnor Vdn. lib. Lore and Death. Lo^ Scott 

Bowor. Bdward Sanao^ Parli. 
Tht Shadow Babo and Otbera. Jcaaaniiie Kimbaa Diaper. 

Sbanaai^ Fiencb h Gck, Beaten. 
ftmHrtrt fnJi Sbdow. LooIm W. ITnnrlaiwI Sbennan, 

i^oMh ft Co.. Boeteo. 
Tbo Ibediet^ VUa. Han^ Koi^ AAert and Cliariao 

Bold, New T«xfc Cttf. 
Ibe Ebon Mme and Other Poom. Bj Leon Lavlaitx. Ea^ 

Hill, br Jolm MTcn aHaia. Sodtli aid Sate, Port- 
land. Ue. 
'WlUlaga. Seraph HaHfe Dean and Lee Parker Dean. 

Tliimiai Todd, Boaton. 
Vj LtOft Book. Gerald Gould. WtAdl Kamerier, New 

YotkCit7. 
Hk Sea la Kind. T. Stnrge UoDre. HongfatoB BUflUn Co, 

Ballads' of BljBdham. Robert De. Caaqp Ldand. Amltr- 

Tille, New York. Paul Bailey. 
To a Stnamer Cloud, and Otber Poems. Emi^ Tolmaa. 

Sherman, Pr«ndi ft Co.. Booton. 
SprluB Hoods and Pandes. Hdes B. Wlelaad. Shermaa. 

Prendi ft Ok, Boatoflt, 
Hw l^ringtlme of Lore, and Otber Pocau. Albert Ed- 

miind Tromblj. Sberman, PrcDdi ft Co.. Boston. 
Poans. John T. UacParland. Hm HeOodlst Book Coo- 

eem. New Yorie City. 
TIh Remaneo of Tristan and laentt. Drawn from the best 

Prtfidi Sources, and Retold bj J. Bcdier. Bnf^isbed 

by H. Belloe. Dodd, Head ft Coi, New Yoric atj. 
Poems. Bdward Sanlofd Martin. Chartea Scribncr^ Sons, 

N«w YoA atf. 
I4rlls of Oreeee. lUrd Serin, Howard V. Sntfaeriand. 

Deamond FllaGeratd. Inc, New York Cttj. 
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The Single Hound. Pocau of « UfeUnie. Etony IMddii- 
•on. With an IntoodnctlOD hj her Hlecc^ Martha Dlck- 
faiMD BlandiL little, Brown k Co^ Boitoh. 

Hai7 Magdalene, and Ottier Poems. Laura B. McCullf. 
MacmOlali Co, New ToA a^. 

Songs of Sixpence. AhUe FarweD Brown. Hon^ton Mlf- 
flfaiCo., Boston. 

Bf and LargK Franklin P. Adams. Doableda;, Page & 
Co, Garden atf, N. T. 

Udtens from ti>e Ttmplt. Robert Restalrig Logan. G. P. 



The Falconer of God, and Other Poems. William Rose 

BeneL Tale Unlreralty Press, New Haven. 
BarQi Trinrnphanb and Other Tales hi Verse. Conrad 

Aiken. HacmUlatf Co, New Tork aiy. 
Lax JOTcntnt ti. K otbarine A. Eadalle. Honghton Ml^ 

Aln Co., Boston. 
The Conges ■od Other Poemc Vadiel Undsaf. Macmll- 

lan Ccb, New Tork CHy. ' 
One Woman to Anottier, and Other Poems. Corinne Rooa^ 

TClt RoUnson. Charles Serlbner's Sons, New Yoric City. 
The Splrilfa WoA. J. H. Montgomery. The Riverdale 

Press, BrooUlne. 
The Complete Poems of S. Weir MHxhdL The Centnry Co, 

New York O^. 
Green Days and Bine Days, Patrick R, Chalmeri. The 

' Norman Remlngtm Cty, Baltimore. 
Broad-Sheet Ballads. Being a Ccdlectlon of Iridi Popular 

Songs, with an Introduction by Padrak Colum. The 

Norman Remington Co., Baltimore. 
Open Water. Arthur Stringer. John Lene Co., New York 

aty. 

America, and OQier Poems. W. J. Dawson. John Lane 

Co., New York City. 
KIrstln. A Play In Four Acts. Alice Cole Kleene. Shei^ 

man, Fiendi h Co., Boaton. 
Omar or ChrlsL N. B. Ripley. Baton h Mains, New York 

City. 
Songs of tiie Susquehanna. Frederic BmA. Thomas B, 

Mosber, Portlaiid, He. 
Helnridi Hdne. Poems and Ballads Done Into i'in giui), 

Robert Levy. Mamlllaii Co., New Yoric City. 
The Shadow of Atna. Lodi V. Lcdonx. G. P. PntnanA 

Sons. New York aty. 
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Faint Oor^ Geone SctefteL Badkxl PnbUjUw C». 

BrooklTn, N. T. 
Spnfi of ShanuDck. Caintoa S«ill«rd. The Moaher Prm, 

Portluid, Me. 
SaIoob Sonnetii WHb Sandaf FMiBCfc Alkn Nortao. 

CUlK KUrt^ New Totk Ofy. 
Tna Dwt of • Haivridk. E. A. Briniaitaol, wtth an In- 

tradoctlon I7 Robert J. Bnrdettc Dodd, Head ft Co^ 

New Toik aty. 
Poenw. Waller Conrad Aientberg. HoafMoii HiUii Co, 

Boftoo. 
Challenge:. LohI* UnteniMTer. The Century Co, Kew Tork 

TV Sool of Uk Eart. Cbariea G. FalL The Old Comer 

Boobrtor^ Boaton. 
In the Heart of the Me«dow, and Other Poema. Tbomai 

O'Hagao, with • Foreword hf Hob. Jutke Loogler. 

William Bilgga, Toronto. 
Dcs Ima(i<tcs. An Antliriogy. Albert and Cbariea BonL 

New ToA atj. 
AtU TtoIL Fran tbe German of Heinrlcb Heine. Her- 
man Sdieffraner, with an Intradnctian by Dr. Oacar 

Lery. B. V. Hnebadi, Mew Tork City. 
Dntdi DajB. Hay Emery HalL Moffat, Tard ft Co, New 

YoA aty. 
Oriental Verse*. Bernard Veatemuum. Whltalrer ft Ray- 

Wiggln Co, San Frandaco. 
Florence on a Certain Night. Coningsby Dawaon, and 

outer Poema. Henry Holt ft Co^ New York aty. 
Pacta ai^ Fandea. WilUam Franda ETans. Stewart ft 

Co, New Yoik a^. 
Tbe Ride Home, with The Marriage of Gninelfa, a Play in 

One Act Florence WilUnaon. Hon^ton HUBin Co., 

Boaton. 
Snnahlne and Roaea. Bdwln P. HaworttL Rockhill Art 

Pnbllaliers, Kanaaa City. 
Poema and Tranalatiana. Frederick Rowland Marvin. 

Sherman, Frendi ft Co., Boston. 
Poema of Homan Pn^icsa, and OUier Pleeea. Jamea Har- 

court Weat Tbe Tnfts College Preu, Boaton. 
Ballada of CbUdbood. Mldiad EarU, S. J. Bendger Broth- 
ers, New YoA City. 
The Uttle King. Witter Bynner. MitdwU Kenoerley, 

New Yoik Ci^. 
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The Ojjtty TniL An Antholagr tot Cuapen, Fuilliie 
GcMmark uid Mur Hopldns. HltdieU Kennerler, 
N«ir Yoik atjr. 

Hie Great Gre^ Kln^ and Other Poems. Old and New. 
Sanniel Valentine Cole. Shemuu, Preodi & Co., Boa- 
ton. 

Hie Htriocanet, and Other Pocnis. Lincoln Sonntag. 
Sberman, Frendi ft Co., Boeton. 

Hie Path Flower, and Otiier Ver«ea. CHi*e Tilfotd Dar- 
gan. Cbarla Scrlbner's Sooa, New York Cltf. 

The Grand CaoTOn, and Other Poems. Henr^ ran Dyke. 
Charles Scrtbner's Sons, New York Cltf. 

Songs of the Ontlanda. Htnij Herbert Knibba. Hongb- 
ton UiflUn Co., Boston. 

Hie Djak Chief, and Other Verses. Erwin Clarfcsoo Gar- 
rett Bane ft HopUni, New York a^. 

Earth Ddtleei and Other Rbrtfamlc Hasqoea. BUaa Carmaa 
and Uarr Penr King. HitcheU Keonerief, New York 

aty. 

Taka of the TraU. James W. Pale7. E. P. Dntton, New 

YoA City. 
Borderlands and Hioron^farea. Wilfrid Wilson Olbeon. 

Idaemillan Co., New Toik City. 
Trees, and Other I^wnu. Joyce Kilmer. George H. Doran 

Co., New York City. 
The Shoe* of Happiness. Edwin MarUiam. Doabteday, 

Page ft Co., Garden a^, N. Y. 
Sonp lot the New Age. James Oppenbehn. The Century 

Co^ New York City. 
Pagan Poems. Franklin H. Oiddhigs. Hacmlllaa Co., New 

YoAa^. 
Yon and I. Poans. Harriet Hooroc. Macmlllan Co^ New 

York aty. 
Sword-Blades and Poppy Seed. Amy LowelL Hacmillan 

Co, New York aty. 
In Deep Places. Amelia Josephine Bnrr. George H. Doiao 

Co, New YoA City. 
Jufltlficatlon. A Philosophic Phantasy. Jaba H. White. 

Richard G. Badger, Boaton. 
Salambo. A Tragedy in Four Acts. George Morrison mn 

Schrader. Sbennsu, French and Co. Boston. 
Tmth and Other Poems. Paul Carus. Open Court Pnb. 

Co. Chicago. 
Undine. A Poem. Adapted In Part from the Homanee 
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by De L* Hotle Foaqne. AntotneUe de Covntj Pat- 
tenon. H. W. Fbher ud Co. fUteddpUa. ■ 
A Pageant of the lUrteeoth Centarj For the Seven Him- 

dndtb Annlvenaf7 of R^er Bacon given b^ Odnmfaia 

Uniftnttr. Text bf John EnUne, C<diiiiili(a Uid- 

verilty Prai. New Tcvn. 
Linka of Odd. JoMpb Ware. Sfaennan. Frandi ud Co. 

Bocton. 
Hw Rout of the Frost King and Otber Faiir PocBU. 

Bngene Nenrtadt Paal Elder. San Frandaeo. 
Hoodi Hyrtlcal and OOtcrwlte. Anne Vrne TlUeiT. 

9iemiaii, Frcncb and Co. Bofton. 
Mnw and Mint. Walter 8. Percf. Sherman, Frcndi and 

Co. Boatoo. 
Where Bn|^ CaU and Other Poena. EUaabeth Pmren 

MenilL Sherman, French and Co. Bocton. 
Orem Daj* and Blue Daje. Patridi R. Chalmert. Hm 

Nonnan, Remington Co^ Baltimore. 
Bioad>Sbeet Ballada, Being a CoUeethn of Iriih Popvlar 

Songt with an Intradnctlon by Padnic OAnm. 
Pocma outer. R. E. L. Smlttt The Gorfaam PreM. 

Bofton. 
Sonnets. Sdected b]r R. H. Leonard. (Oxford Oariandi) 

Oxford Unirerti^ Presa. New YoA. 
Patriotic Poema. Sdected by R. H. Leonard. (Oxford 

Garlands) Oxford Univeialtj Prcs*. New York. 
Lore Poemt. Selected bf R> U. Leonard. (Oxltord Gat- 

landa) Oxford Ualreraitf Prm. New Tmk. 
Rada, A Drama of War in One Aet Alfred Nofea. F. A. 

Stokes. New To^ 
PhlUp Ibe King and Otl^r Poems. Jobn HaM&dd. 

~ New York. 



FORTY BOOKS ABOUT POETEY PUB- 
LISHED IN 1914 

I. FIVE BOOKS FOR A SHALL UBRART 
Hoore, George. Vale. AppUUm. 91.75 neL 
Hnrraj, Gilbert Euripides and His Age. Bott. $M net 
DonsMa. Lord Albert Oscar \mde and Ujadl. Drnf- 
jhld. «U0 net 
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LindMr, Nlcbidas Vuhd. Adventurei While PnacUnf 

the Goipd of B«au^. Ktm^rUy. tl.OO net 
Schdllnft Felis E. Eng^ Drama. I>Mtl<m. 91.50 net 

II. FIFTEEK BOOKS FOR A LARGER LIBRART 

TA« olioti*, and ttu ttn foUtneing hook*: 
Campbell, WUfred. The Oxford Book of CamKUan Verse. 

Omford Vniv. Prut. 93.00 net 
FitKiianriec-KeUr> J- Ihe Oxford Book of Spanish Verse. 

Omford Umn. Prttt. 93.00 net 
Gaylef, Charles Mills. Besumont the Dramatist Cm*- 

tmry. t^M net 
Verrall, A. V. Lectures <m Drfden. Prntmam. tSJO net 
Abenrombte, Lascelks. SpecnUtWe Dialogues, f MMWr> 

l4y. II J5 net 
Brallsford, H. N. SheU«7, Godwin, and Their Circle. 

Hott. $M net 
auttoa-Brock, A. William Morris. BoU. 9M net 
Zwdg, Stefan. Emile Verfaaeren. Ho»^o»-Xigli^ 9tM 

net 
Thompson, Vance. Fieoch Portraits. EewMrleji. 90 JO 



III. TWENTT-FIVE OTHER IMPORTANT BOOKS 
Cowl, B. R. P. The TlieOT7 of Poetry in En^and. Its 

Development In Doctrine and Ideas from ^ 18tb to 

19th Centtu?. MaemUlan Co. 
Tynan, Kctbarine. Twentj-Pire Tears' Reminiscences. 

Dtvim-Adair. 
Weston, Jessie L. The CUef Middle English Poets. 

BimgUoii-Mifiim. «S.O0 net 
Thorlejr, Wilfrid. Psnl Verhdne. BtHighto*.lii0iit. flTA 

net 
Sdiacourt. Basil de. Walt Whitman. Ktnmrhg. 9U0 

net 
Traubel, Horace. With Walt Whitman hi Camden. Vc^ 

111. f ««MrI«y. 93.00 net 
Carpenter, W. B<^d. Tlw Spiritual Message of Dante. 

Harvard Unit. Prut. 
Hadow, Grace. E, Ouuicer and His Time. Bolt. tM net 
Dowdcn. Letters. S t. Dulton. 91.U net 
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OMnam, Frederic The Praiidacan Poeta ML 

Brooka, Van Wjck. John Addington SfinMidt. K»mm»r- 

Uy. 91M) net 
WUUnu. Orio. Giosoe Cudncd. HirngkUnk-M^fii*, 9.TS 

net 
Sbellef, Henry C The Life and Letten of Edward 

Young. IMU-Brotem. KOO net 
The Keati Letters. Lam$. VM net 
Carpeuler, Edward. Idansi An Anthologr of PrltBdih^, 

fMHMrtej). tlM net 
Hopkins, H. D. and Gtddma^ Panllne. The Gypaf TraOi 

An Anthology for Campen. K»»m4rUf. $1JU net 
Robertson, J. H. EUMbethan Literature. SoU. 9M net 
Sldtcl. Ednii. The Renalaaanoe. JToII. MO net 
ThompsMi. Elbert N. S. Easaya on HUton. Fob Uwh. 

Pr—t. 9135 net 
Nlcholaon, Hendlth. The Poet Bo»gidtm-M^^ flJO 

net 
Stewart, Charlea D. Some Teatnal Difflcultlca In Shake- 
speare. ¥aU Unit. Pmi. (139 net 
PUlllpa, Dnncan. The Encbantmcnt of Poetry. Xmm. 

IS JO net 
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INDEX OF nitST UNES 

Moat of old were wandering down tbe ecu. 

William QHgtik IM 
AUs, Bod are yon pleading now for pardon F 

Wcittr Cotaad Ar*n*bTf 19 



A red-cap aang In Biibop'a wood. 

OKm TUford Dargam 143 
Aa I itole out of Babylon beyond the stolid warden. 

CUntom SooUord IS 
Beantlfnl boy, tend me yonr youth to play with. 

Am$Ua JottpUm* Burr 63 
Behtnd my mask of life there Ilea a shrine. 

BIoU* BHtmt W 
Be pattent, life, when Lore U at the gate. 

Walter Comvd Ar^iubtrp 93 
Blnnarck — or t^t Beetborcn wfUi Ua dreams. 

Parey MacKage 198 
Bleeding and torn, mTisbed wHli iword and flame. 

OHear BtrforA ISO 
Blesaed with a joy that only she. 

Edwm ArU^to* BoMmom T5 
Body o" mine — and mntt I lay thee low? 

Jaat Btlfttld 141 
Crowned on the twtll^ battlefield, there bends 

Paroy MaoKng* 19ft 
Dawn this morning bnmed aU red. 

Vaehtl IMdta^ U 

SOI 
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Haiti ft<M » JMiy fcy. TTiflrr ITjmii 

PoAi. fetfa^ ftifcl ITillM- Bj^F 

0«d Mt dam wMfe tte bner. 



Oo, Ifttfe aomni Fimi Ihe ciCBtag wood. 

OhmUtU iniMM Ul 
Half artM a^ Wf aac^Mtte. Pgrtf MmeKwft IN 

He iMUdMd wtnej vitt a HIU m jovaf kotc of bi^ 

Jlatk CMi^art JfttcAWI Ul 
Here iB tlK loMfy<^>d I wBl waft. 

Jofea £r»MM IM 
Ha wai atral^it aaf abon^ and Iria cfea weie bine. 

ylMMKa JottpUmi Bmrr 75 
How ibaQ w« ke^ an anned ■cstrali^F 

Ptng MaeKaf IM 
If jan ihonld oeaae to 1ot« bm^ tdt me aot 



I hare known Joj and woe and toil and flghL 

B»rto» Bral»f 
I lore tiie atoDf paitare. Btk* Carmam 
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In'tbe tOeaet of • mldnl^ bst, lort fonmmon. 

Otorgt BUrOmg M 
I ttoopcd to Ok >ilent earifa uid lifted • luudfol of 

ber dn*L /omm Ofpmtuim TS 

I will' bead on the golden grasa of mjr bright Add. 

Xawtt OaaifbtU 67 
J«I«ml«l^ wlU yon comef Ljfwum Brj/ton SI 

Jock bit hb mtttent off «nd bl«w hli thnnibt. 

Ptref MaeKaf IS 
Llfe^ foa have bmlaed me aad chllkd met Pate, foa 

hare Jeered at 117 pain. Faitk BoUwte 140 

Hnflkd lootida of the dty climbing to me at tite 

wbidov. Jtti* WMaag Bmghtm 14 



Nefcr again to fed that UtUe Uu— 

Lfdim aatom 73 
Neremwre. Dim Marqytt lU 

NolUng but beantf, now. AmtUa JoMphku B*rr M 
Not onto tike forert — not unto tbe forot, O mj 

lorerl Variant Widdtmtr AS 

O'er mlHcd road past dragged field. 

BorUoIoMM) F. ariftm IIB 



O shadows past the candle-^eam, ao brief to panse 

In fllgfaL BnM GmthrU Har^mf 61 

O tboa among tt« Tnacan blUa asleep. 

Ruth aktpari Pk»tp» 13S 

Patience— bnt peace of heart we cannot choose. 

Pmy MaeKagt U5 
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Peacel Bat tiwre U no peace. To fang llie Uxn^ 

Ptrty MmcKttf* IM 
Perhapi it doent nutter thftt jtm died. 

WmlUr CMfW An»tb»rf lOt 

Se«-rinuned eod teeming wftb mllUona pooled «t 
on tby granite diore. 

fidwto DmvUt Stkaemmaif U 
8bt feart Unit and will alwaja ask. 

fidwte Arli»gton SoMmmm 70 
Singer of England'* Ira acraas the sea. 

Ptreg MmeKaft US 
Sir, frtendi, and scboUn, we are hera to aerve. 

BMm* OM -mtmt S 
Soft as a treader on mosiet. 

OMm TOford Darfmm M 



Stnphon Uised me in the ipring. Ban T»a»daU IS 
Suppose 'twen donet BartkoloM»m P. Oriflm 115 

Hie eager nl^ and tlie tntpetoou winds. 

£o«it nmt»rmt]f»r 13 
The last farewdl* wera aaid, friendc bnrrled aahoK, 

COMMd^ttM T? 

11 
The r^n was over and tiie brilliant air. 

Lomit UaUrm^ftr I 

Tbere'a a ritTtfam down the road wfane the elms 

orerarch. B. Sutton 110 
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Tboa drowsy AtlUt, Iragliliig at mj door. 

Under the eavei, oat of the wet 

WitUr fijpNMr 11 
We Iwve each oUkt'b deathku lore. 

WUtrr Bfmmtr M 
When from tbe brooding borne. 

JatMi 0pp4nli4im 51 
" Wherefore, tl^ woe these many jean. 

0*org» BUrVm g 68 
WltUa the Jersey City ahed. JoyM f timw 187 

lOT 
With lore arc yon gone mad, O lover of Prance. 

WtUUr OtMTod Artmibtrg U9 
Would yon lay a pattern on life and My, thus abaU 

ye live? Jamtt OppmMM 44 



Yon know deep In yonr heart. It could not lait — 
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